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PREFACE. 



Gbanaoa and its history has always possessed 
a great charm for historical readers. The 
poetic character of the Arabs, who for several 
centaries held possession of its fertile lands, 
has filled many a page with romantic events 
and records of brave deeds. 

The marvellous advantages which Granada 
offered in its sunny climate and luxuriance of 
soil for founding and erecting the Alcazar of 
the Alhambra, with its gardens of delight, its 
rippling fountains, the dreamy, perfumed 
atmosphere of its retreats and chambers, 
combined with the exquisite harmony of 
colouring displayed by the Moors in their 
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wondrous architecture, has lent an absorb- 
ing interest to everything which relates to 
Granada* 

That the Moors and Arabs were a very 
superior race, there are numberless vestiges 
yet extant to prove, in the lovely remains, 
broken and mutilated it is true, of many 
buildings in Granada, Cordova, Toledo, and in 
other cities and towns of Spain, which fully 
bears out the artistic taste and refinement 
which characterised them; and though but 
little known in England, their literature was 
also very beautiful, and in perfect harmony 
with their refined ideas. 

The widespread and beautiful account of the 
conquest of Granada by Washington Irving, 
which he derived from Catholic historians, 
principally from the manuscript chronicles of 
the learned monk Fray A. Agapida, has done 
more than anything else to bring forward the 
thrilling events and deeds performed by both 
Christian and Moorish knights before and 
after the conquest. 
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The present legend of Allah- Akbar (God is 
great), in contradistinoticn to Washington 
iTving's history, is the Moorish description 
derived from Arab sources of the siege and 
loss of Granada and its lovely Alcazares ; a 
terrible loss to them after reigning over and 
possessing the land for nearly eight centuries. 

This legend I have translated from the 
Spanis^i and have endeavoured to adhere 
faithfully to the Oriental style of description 
and composition, which is very peculiar, and 
which at times reads like a religious prose 
poem. Their sentiments of lofty piety (although 
with an ever dark tinge of fatalism which the 
Arabs derive from the teaching of the Koran) 
are very beautiful, and reveal a soul-inspiring 
love for the Almighty, Whom they always 
mention with extreme reverence, the Koran 
being undoubtedly in many respects a very 
high code of laws. Whether English critics 
will judge that I have adhered too closely to 
its Oriental manner of expression to please 
their taste, I know 'not; but my endeavour 
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has been to keep as near as possible to the 
original — a matter of no little difficulty in 
translating from a semi-Oriental into a North- 
em language — and therefore I have made no 
attempt to alter the style, but simply offer it 
as a translation, not a compilation. 

MARIANA MONTEIEO. 

4 Brunswick Villas, 

Hill Road, H.W. 
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GOD IS GREAT. 



THE GENIUS OF THE ALHAUBRA. 

There ib no God but God. He alone is strong : 
■His Spirit lives in the past, It fills the present, 
and encompasses the future. 

A profound shadow and a night of sorrow 
will overspread the world when He shall re- 
move His countenance, because He is the 
Light and the Truth. 

He alone is immutable : one day succeeds 
another, a moon another moon, a season 
follows a past season; a year following the 



2 ALLAH-AEBAB. 

one which has preceded it quickly passes away, 
and becomes engulphed in the eternity of 
ages. 

And with man the work of his hands passes 
away with time, and where once a city stood 
appears an abyss, and where from its heights 
lofty mountains were seen, now flows the 
powerful sweeping wave of the sea. 

All things pass away, and return and pass 
away again: one man takes the place of 
another ; a generation succeeds another gene- 
ration : an empire is superseded by another 
empire. And the flnger of God impels them 
on, and His voice commands them, saying, 
" Go forward ! " 

And they proceed on the by-path ; a plant 
springs up in place of a former one, and 
another will succeed it in the future. 

They journey on without knowing where 
they are proceeding to; but He, the Most 
High and only God, ever remains the same. 

I adore that Spirit, without limit in Its 
form or power, Whom all the elements obey. 

By Whose power the thunder roars, and the 
lightning flashes fire, the tempest rages, and 
the light gives its light. 
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When the womb of the earth is troubled, 
and the depth of the sea agitated : when the 
just are terrified and pronounce His name; 
then does* He command the elements, and 
bids them " stay, and be stilled." 

And the earth is stilled on its foundations, 
and the light from the flashes of lightning is 
put out upon the winds, and all things tremble 
before Him, the Lord of Infinitude, Who with 
the dust of empires has written with His finger 
upon the face of the earth the word Vanity. 

Blessed be Him, fountain of wisdom and of 
goodness ! May the light of His Spirii; shine 
upon this book, that it may be made manifest 
to all the people, and endure in the ages which 
are to come. 

The night is gathering close around me, 
and its silence is deep and solemn. 

The moon shines in the vaulted ceiling of 
the heavens, like a pearly lamp suspended 
from an arch of sapphires studded with flicker- 
ing stars. 

From time to time, upon the wings of the 
night breeze which fans my hair, steeped in 
scent arising from the perfumed gardens, a 
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deep, solemn, vibrating sound reaches even 
unto me. 

And that soft, only sound is for me the 
voice of a giant, which, in the silence of the 
night, rises from its tomb of glory. 

Because that voice is the sound of the bell 
of the Vela. 

At the sound of that historic bell past ages 
return and pass before my view, and the 
Queen of the West, the city of a thousand 
towers, the Damascus of Europe — Granada — 
rises before me with her crown of castles; 
her gilded turrets and her wide embattled 
space extending upon seven hills. 

It seems to me that the Spirit of Islam 
watches upon the summit of the weather vane, 
contemplating the jewel of the Arabs ; that 
beyond, in the open plains, the royal camps 
are lighting their bivouac fires in Santa Pe, 
and that the Christian watchguard is sharp- 
ening his wide lance upon the stones of the 
boundary wall, whilst he gazes, beneath the 
fantastic moonbeams, upon the Eastern city 
and the Alcazar of wonders. 

Gome, Spirit of the Alhambra ! 

Thou who hast presided over my Oriental 
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dreams; thou who hast revealed to me the 
treasures which thou watchest over and 
guardest with jealous care ; come, with thy 
golden guzla, in which the genius of harmony 
is imprisoned, and regale my ears. 

May the light from thine eyes illumine me, 
and the ambrosial perfume of thy breath be 
distilled over me. 

Come, beloved of my soul ! Let me see thy 
black flowing tresses glistening like an aureola 
of resplendencies around thy virginal brow 
when moved by the zephyr. 

Come ! for my head is burning, and my 
thoughts are dry and arid like a spark from 
the Are. 

Dost thou not hear in space sonorous noises ? 
Dost thou not heed the neighing of the capari- 
soned horses, the clanking of the Moorish 
trappings, and the light rustling sound of the 
wind as it flutters the transparent veils of the 
slaves of the harem ? 

It is midnight : the hour when the Hades 
rise from the lakes and pass before the moon's 
rays and become lost in the dark leaflng of 
the woods: the hour in which the flowers 
exhale their purest perfumes, and the ena- 
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moured birds caress each other in their 
nests. 

And I watch mean time : come^ and thou 
shalt watch with me. 

I love thee as I love glory, and thou art 
mine : only mine. 

For me alone hast thou thine enchanting 
dreams, thy Alcazares of gold, and thy grot- 
toes of diamonds ; thy histories of Kings and 
Sultanas, thy fierce combats, and thy songs 
of love. 

Come, my beautiful one, my beloved, light 
of my spirit. 

My poet's pen breaks the seal which im- 
prisons thee. I invoke thee! Come, rise 
before me ! 

^p •!• ^p ^w 

And the moon widened her resplendent disc 
until its orb filled the abyss. 

And she tore open her bosom, and sending 
forth a ray, a beautiful damsel descended with 
it even to me. 

Her jet-black hair was encircled by a crown 
of pearls, and her face, covered by the finest 
veil, was as beautiful as the moon when a 
filmy cloud passes before its orb. 
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Her countenance shone with a powerful and 
divine spirit^ and from her celestial eyes came 
forth intense^ yet soft, gleams, which filled 
the surrounding air. 

An ineffable smile played around her lips. 
The soft heaving of her bosom and the magic 
power of her beauty would have made the 
very genius of indifference die of love. 

And her dress was that of a Sultana. 

Her shoulders arid form were enwrapped in 
a caftan of violet damask, shot with silver, 
embroidered with fantastic white and gold 
arabesque ornaments. 

Her elaborately-worked sky-blue tunic, fas- 
tened with clasps of amethysts and sapphires, 
and edged with pearls, was resplendent as 
the light, and so wide and flowing that it 
concealed her tiny feet, encased in slippers 
of morocco leather. 

Around her throat she wore a necklace of 
brilliants, and her white rounded arms were 
lost in a cloud of gold and silken gauze, which 
was as subtle as the web that the tiny inoffen- 
sive spider of the garden weaves upon the 
petals of flowers. 

In her hand shone a guzla of gold, and her 
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armlets were powerful talismans, upon which 
were written in cuneiform characters the 
Name of God. 

How beautiful art thou, daughter of dreams ! 

Thy garments are of light, and thy eyes 
shine above them all ! 

Thy waist is narrow and lithe, like the stem 
of the palm-tree, and when thou movest it 
waves like the roses in a perfumed vase which 
are stirred by the light morning air. 

Thou art the beloved of Allah, and happi- 
ness dwells with thee. 

Allah- Akbar! I am the genius of the Palace 
of Pearls.* I jealously preserve each shred 
which time and destruction tears from its regal 
robes. Yet, though it may become blotted out 
from the face of earth, I, who am its spirit, 
will preserve it in all its splendour within the 
abyss of the past. 

Come with me : I will envelope thee in 
my mantle, and seat thee upon my throne of 
clouds, upon Granada of the Arabs. 

I will drive away the present by the har- 
monies from my guzla, and I will invoke the 
past. 

*■ The Alhambra, 
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Come with me : I have awakened it from 
where it slept beneath the golden cupolas of 
the Palace of Pearls, with the echoes of thy 
steps as they wandered under the stalactites 
of the Chamber of Lions. (See Note I.) 

I will sing to thee a history of tears : I will 
show thee the sons of Granada covered with 
the trappings and gear of the combats : I 
will show thee her daughters veiled with the 
weavings of the East. I will make this his- 
tory, coming from my guzla for thee, to rise 
like the soft perfume of myrrh and aloes burnt 
in a firepan of gold. 

I will evoke for thee Granada of other days, 
because Granada is dead ; and all that re- 
mains of her are the bones of her skeleton. 

Pride oppressed the desert with the weight 
of the Pyramids : whole generations placed 
stones upon stones, and they strengthened it 
with mortar of blood, in order that the tem- 
pest and the hurricane should not dash them 
down. 

And insolently and boldly they defied time. 

Time, however, cast at their base the drift 
impelled by the Simoom (see Note II.), and 
the Pyramids are dwarfed. 
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When a few more ages shall have passed, 
the sands of the desert will have covered them 
as a corpse is huried. 

The Arabs designed to leave their histories 
written in the West, and upon Granada they 
spread one of its most beautiful pages. 

They thought Granada would have subsisted 
throughout ages, yet time has worm-eaten 
her foot. 

Do not seek her; her royal standard has 
been wrenched by the hurricane, as well as 
the lofty tower which supported it. 

No longer is heard in the plains the rough 
gallop of the horse which carried the fierce 
almogawair, nor does the Almoravid j ouster 
break his lance of two blades against the 
Christian shield. 

Her ramparts were breached and broken 
down; her Alcazares were submerged, and 
her baths blocked up. 

The Darro and the Genii murmur sorrow- 
fully as they meander their currents amid 
the luxuriant gardens; and under the leafy 
nut-trees no longer do the daughters of Ismael 
dance, nor the lute and clarion resound in 
the Zambra. 
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Do not seek Granada : Granada has ceased 
to exist. 

All that remams of her is her mutilated 
Alhambra^ which is now fast crumbling. 

Her last remains will soon be mingled 
with the dust of ruin, and over her the 
tempest will rage and sweep, and she will 
become covered with the mud from its inun- 
dation. 

And when the believer returns — for he will 
return, because so it is written — ^he will ascend 
the hill and seek in vain the Alcazar of his 
grandsires. 

The Alcazar ! he will tread upon the dust 
'of its ruins without knowing it ; like the ab- 
sent son, who, when he returns seeking the 
tomb of his father, walks unconsciously upon 
his ashes, not finding even a footprint of 
former greatness. 

:ie :ie H« ^* 

The Christians came running in a closed 
squadron, Bpurring on their chargers untfl 
their flanks streamed with blood ; their 
lances in the sockets and shields upon their 
breasts. 

They came and passed the frontiers, and 
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for each fathom of land which they gained 
they spilt torrents of blood. 

The Waliee * of the land lost, one by one, 
the cities and towns of the kingdom, and the 
Nazarites advanced until they sighted Geb-el- 
Solair,t and placed their royal tents in a field 
at the foot of Geb-el-Beira,:]: and called it 
Santa Fe. 

They raised a wall and opened a cave, and 
they invested their camp with the name of City, 

They awaited, that Granada, enclosed within 
her walls, should, defeated by her sons, open 
her gates to them. 

And thus it happened, because so it was 
written. 

Gome with me, come : I wish to recount to 
thee this history of tears. 

Come with me : I will envelope thee in my 
mantle; I will seat thee on my throne of 
clouds, upon Granada of the Arabs. 

And, with the harmonies from my guzla, I 
will drive away the present, and will evoke 
the past for thee. 



* Governors. f Sierra Nevada. 

1 Sierra Elvira. 
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And my eyes languished: an inebriating 
perfume suffased my being, and a soft breeze 
almost imperceptibly passed over my face. 

I felt that I was being ravished up through 
the air, and a delightful harmony sounded in 
my ears. 

I opened my eyes, and they became wounded 
by the first dazzling rays of a resplendent 
sun, which was rising in the midst of golden 
vapours behind the white heights of the 
Veleta. 

I was seated upon a cloud of purple and 
gold. 

Upon this cloud the genius of the Alhambra 
was playing her guzla. 
And at my feet I saw a Moorish city. 
An Alcazar, facing a mountain, cast brilliant 
reflections from her golden tuiTets, and her 
network of towers and walls enclosed other 
Alcazares and baths, houses and gardens, 
like to a pomegranate, which hides ruddy 
fruits within. 

And beyond and around I saw a plain, rich 
with fountains and verdure ; and, like a velvet 
carpet interwoven with silver threads, two 
rivers, which had their origin in the moun- 
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tain, flowed, murmaring, and after bathing 
the walls of the city, embraced each other, 
and mingled their currents into one, traversed 
the meadow like a gigantic serpent of brilliant 
scales, and was ultimately lost in the distance. 

And I descended into an Alcazar, such as 
has not been seen by human eyes. 

A gentle breeze rippled the waters of its 
lakes, and the spirits of harmony, of beauty, 
and love pervaded the perfumed air of the 
shady gardens, the lofty galleries, the silent 
retreats, and within echoing chambers. 

And within its walls there was no spot 
which was not shining, nor a flower which 
did not exhale a delicious fragrance, nor a 
retreat which did not invite to repose. 

Clear, limpid water flowed from the jets of 
the alabaster fountains, and fell in loud cas- 
cades upon the marble pavements. 

From golden firepans ascended white trans- 
parent clouds, formed by the essence of the 
perfumes brought from the East. 

It was the Alhambra; not as it is now, 
ravished by the hand of time and of neglect ; 
but the Alhambra of Boabdil and of Muza- 
Ebn-Abil Gazan, fresh, and resonant with 
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the rippling of fountains and the song of 
birds. 

It was the Alcazar of the Zambras, the 
golden book wherein was written, in pearly 
characters, the word of God. 

And the beautiful genius of the Alcazar 
conducted me into a chamber which was 
larger than the rest. 

The pavement was of the richest Mosaic ; 
the walls were open with alhamies and arched 
windows adorned by Persian work and fan- 
tastic transparencies, through which came a 
soft light. 

And, coyed by that dreamy atmosphere, I 
rested upon a downy alkatifa ; * and the 
spirit came and sat close to me, played the 
guzla, and sang. 

^ ^ * ^t 



* A soft carpet. 



11. 

THE EINa ABU-ABD-ALL&H EL ZOOOIBI.'* 

It was the hoar when the Qight-watchers were 
reclining their heavy heads upon their hreasts 
and the early cook was crowing. 

The morning star was Bhining in the east, 
and a dim light hemmed the heights of the 



The day was rising, misty and radiant, 
spreading its pearly mantle of dew upon the 
flowers, the birds were singing in the gardens, 
and the maezzins in the minarets were calliog 
the faithful to the prayer of Azobih. (See 
Note III.) 

It was the fatal day of the first guimada 

* Boabdil iho nnfortonate. 
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of the moon of Safer (see Note IV.), in the 
year 896 * of the Hejira, 

Granada was slowly awakening, and thou- 
sand sounds which accompany day were com- 
mencing to take the place of silence. 

The Alhambra, bordered by the white twi- 
light of the dawn, revealed her crown of 
towers upon the Colina Eoja,t like a castle, 
in the tales of the Hades, which is veiled by 
the mist. 

Upon her ramparts was heard the crunch- 
ing of the steel armour of the watchguard, 
who slowly paced the length of the turreted 
wall, an embossed shield on his breast and 
crossbows on his shoulder. 

From time to time his vigilant call was 
heard echoed in Djench-al-arife, t in the 
Alijares, and spread itself the whole length 
of the walls, until it died in the distance. 

Within the Alcazar all things were in re- 
pose. Some Ethiopian slaves, resting on 
their long lances, stood silent and immovable 
at the doors of the retreats and in the comers 
of the halls, and seemed, by the opaque light 
of the nearly spent-out agate lamps fed with 

* A.D. 1491. + Bed hilL J Generalife. 

8 
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arcmatio oils, as though they were spell- 
bound statues. 

In the Alcazar there is a gallery, which ex- 
tends from the Tower of Gomares (see Note Y.) 
to the turret which overlooks the suburb of 
Hageriz. When the sua bathes Granada with 
its first rays of love, it is delightful, from this 
spot, to gaze upon that little garden covered 
with flowers, in the midst of numberless 
palaces, turrets, towers, and walls, which sur- 
round and rise on every side. 

Further on, the view takes in the blue 
horizon upon the tops of Sierra Elvira and 
the Monte de Ainadamar, the plain studded 
with villages upon a rich carpet of verdure, 
festooned by olive groves and pleasure gardens. 

Nothing of all this was then seen : the 
light of early morn had not yet dissipated the 
mantle of mist spread upon the Albaicin. 

Yet by that soft ligfit two shadows could be 
seen traversing the gallery. The step of the 
one was heavy and solemn, betokening that 
it proceeded from a man ; the light footsteps 
of the other, and the rustling of a silken 
tunic, as it trailed on the ground, revealed 
that it was a woman. 
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They walked on until they reached the tur- 
ret ; the woman then fastened a rope-ladder 
to a column, and the man descended by it. 

The small echo of the woman's voice ap- 
peared to have been lost in the silence — ^that 
voice which had said to the man, ** To-night, 
in Generalife, when the muezzin calls the 
faithful to the prayer of Alaja.'' 

Yet these words were wafted on the wings 
of a gust of wind, as the man reached the foot 
of the wall. 

The woman then drew up the rope, and 
concealed it in her mantle. She returned by 
that gallery, passed close to the Chamber of 
Comares, descended a flight of stairs, and 
entered the Eetreat of the Divans. (See Note 
VI.) 

With noiseless footsteps she glided upon 
its Persian carpet, embroidered with silk and 
gold ; and from the lamps of porphyry shot 
rays of light up the walls, inlaid with won- 
drous work. Amid hazy clouds of perfume, 
a beauteous being reclined upon the velvet 
of the richest divan — a radiant beam of joy, 
wrapped in a dream of happiness, did that 
woman seem. 
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She was very beautiful. 

FenBiyely she reposed upon the alkatifas 
of the divan. 

Her hair, plaited with pearls, fell upon the 
cushion and framed her pure brow ; smooth, 
majestic eyebrows, which were perfectly 
arched, crowned her blue eyes, from which, 
in obedience to some vhidden thought, two 
gentle tears flowed upon her cheeks, from 
which the lily and the rose would fain have 
robbed of their whiteness and pale carmine. 

The woman who had entered this retreat 
paused as she stood before the being who 
rested upon the divan. Her low voice, 
tremulous from fear and respect, broke the 
silence of the divan. 

"Powerful Sultana," she said, "pearly 
lamp shining with the light of thy beauty. 
The steed which bears the Abencerraje is fast 
speeding away: the morning mists already 
envelope him." 

" But the Abencerraje will return to see the 

Sultana in Generalife, when the night spreads 

her shades, and the muezzin from the turrets 

calls the faithful to the prayer of Alaja." 

The voice of the slave was hushed, and 
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the voice of the Sultana was heard, which 
made the dark nightingales enclosed in 
golden cages awake with joy. " Oh ! I have 
dreamed/' she said, ''I have seen near me 
Aben-Hamet. Yes, it was he ; I have seen 
his jet-black eyes, his fair mouth, his red 
caftan. His almaizar* hai3 rustled against 
my tunic, and his hand has pressed mine." 

"Oh, yes, let him go to-night to Genera- 
life ; it is expedient that he should leave." 

" I am the Sultana ; vive Abu- Abd- Allah ! " 

The Sultana bent her head over her breast, 
and then turned to the slave. 

''Go: the day is rising, and the King 
approaches." 

Slow footsteps were heard traversing the hall 
of Lindaraja (see Note VII.), the slave quitted 
the apartment by a narrow door which led to 
the baths at the same moment that the curtain 
was drawn aside and a man appeared before 
the Sultana. She arose and approached re- 
spectfully, bending low before him. 

" The day-dawn has not yet diffused her 
light," he said, *' and has the spirit of good 
dreams already left thee, Zoraida? Dost 

* A gauze veil worn by Moors on festive occasions. 
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thou watch, my gazelle, light of mme eyes ? 
Thy cheeks will become pale with watching, 
and thy husband will no longer rejoice in thy 
dazzling looks." 

** Thon also, my lord, dost watch, and 
watching is robbing the colonr from thy 
countenance, and the light from thine eyes. 
Gome and rest, my lord ; thy sponse will 
strike the gozla, and slaves will watch the 
sleep of the King." 

" No, Sultana ; go encircle thy brow with 
jewels and richly robe thyself : the lists wait, 
for this is to be a grand day. Zegries and 
Abencerrajes will jonst in Bib Bambla, and, 
forgetful of ill-will, Granada will wrestle with 
the Christian." 

The King threw himpelf upon the divan in 
an indolent manner, whilst the Sultana re- 
mained standing. 

" Come, rose of Hiram, come and sit by my 
side," said the King, casting his heavy eyes 
upon Zoraida. ** The daylight is still weak, 
and the winds do not yet bring me the sound 
of the drums of war of my valiant Muza. 
Come, sit near me, Sultana, because I love 
thee as I love the houns of the seventh 
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heaven, and thy lips distil aromatic honey 
quaffed in the fragrant flowers of the garden 
of love." 

" Oh ! if thou didst not love the King Abu- 
Abd- Allah, whom traitorous vassals surround, 
whom Christians insult, raising walls before 
his kingly standard. ... Oh L if thou didst 
not love me, my heart would break as the 
glass is broken with poison. Then might thou 
rightly call me in contempt the Zogoibi." * 

The cheeks of the Sultana became suffused, 
and her heart trembled like the tops of the 
palm-trees of Africa, which become agitated 
when the soft aromatic winds of spring sweep 
over them. 

She trembled, because many moons had 
passed since she, her beauty neglected. 
Sultana without husband, mother bereft of 
children, had heard other words than the 
trembling respectful ones of her slaves, and 
the wild words of the Abencerraje Aben-Hamet. 

Abu-Abd-Allah, weak vacillating spirit, 
senseless miserable man, had given himself 
up to his destiny, and the best hours of his 
life were spent in indolence and pleasure ; 

* The hapless one. 
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listlessly confiding his reputation and honour 
as King and spouse to his brother, the brave 
Muza Ebn-Abil-Gazan, and to the hapless 
Zoraida, that priceless flower which was 
withering and wasting her magic perfume 
among the shades of her solitary retreats. 

Therefore the sweet words of the King 
whom she loved were like the zephyr of spring 
upon the royal palm-tree of the desert. 

"May Allah bless thee, my King!" ex- 
claimed the Sultana. " May Allah bless thee ; 
for thou hast come as welcome to me as the 
sun upon the flowers. May Allah bless thee, 
my husband, because I love thee as I love my 
dreams of bliss, as I cherish my thoughts of 
love, as I love the light and the tulip flowers 
which languish as I do when the sun turns 
upon distant horizons the brilliant disc of its 
glory and the light of its life." 

And the Sultana, full of joy and love, fell 
into the arms of the King. 

The spent-out lamps one by one became 
extinguished, the dawn, which was already 
becoming more radiant, timidly penetrated 
through the transparent fretwork of the 
cupola into the Chamber of Divans. 
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And as though the light had been a signal, 
the muffled sound of a kettledrum was heard ; 
at first almost lost in the distance, then by 
degrees it came nearer, and then was heard 
perfectly distinct. 

Gradually that noise swelled, the light 
became clearer, the birds began to sing, and a 
golden expanded reflection brilliantly lit up 
the gilded stalactites of the cupola. Heavy 
footsteps of armed men were then heard, 
clanking of spurs, the grating of lances upon 
the pavements, the neighing of horses, and 
the sound of anafiles.'*' 

The King rose from his divan. 

** Sultana, they are approaching : go, for 
the eyes of slaves must not rest upon the light 
of thy beauty." 

Zoraida bent low before the King, smiling 
from happiness, and proceeded to leave the 
apartment in the direction of the baths. (See 
Note VIII.) 

The King remained slumbering under the 
cloud of perfume which rose from the golden 
flre-pans. 

And he forgot that the Christians besieged 

• A mtipical pipe used by the Moors. 
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the loyal city, that they ravaged his fields, 
and that the crimson clond of his horoscope 
floated in a prophetic space, dose upon its 
setting among sweeping torrents of blood. 

His weak spirit dilated, he gazed with plea- 
sure npon the first rays of the son which were 
penetrating into the chamber ; he listened to 
the song of the nightingale, the rippling of the 
fountains, and the then far distant rumble of 
arms and drums, with all the joy of imbecility. 

** Oh, let them come here ! " he said ; ^' this 
indeed is Eden ! Here it is where the breath 
of life floats, and the day brings its brilliant 
rays ! Yes ; they will come ! they will come 
widening their longing eyes; but they will 
not place their feet upon my alkatifas, be- 
cause the hand of Islam has not yet descended 
from the arched circle to touch the key of the 
Puerta del Juicio,* (See Note IX.) Here I 
am King, the lord of power, before whom 
beauties and slaves bend." 

And he went to the door, raised the curtain, 
and called four slaves, who, on hearing the 
King's voice, entered in and prostrated them- 
selves before him. 

* The Great Gate of Justice. 
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" Water, perfumes, rpbes, my kingly gar- 
ments, my crown, and my golden sword." 

And the slaves left the chamber ; but at 
that very moment, close behind them, ap- 
peared a handsome youth, who approached 
nntil he reached the middle of the apart- 
ment, and then prostrated himself before 
Abu-Abd-Allah. 

He was the Emir of the Warriors of 
Granada — Muza Ebn-Abil-Gazan. 

'' Bise, my valiant vassal," said the King, 
*'thou sword of Islam, and pillar of my 
throne. Why has the falcon come with the 
early dawn to seek the royal eagle in his 
nest ? " 

" My King," replied Muza, *' do not allow 
the feasts to take place to-day, because 
treachery lurks. Do not attend them, for 
they will attempt, in their rashness, to raise 
a mutiny at the foot of thy balconies/' 

Muza remained silent after saying these 
words, for the slaves were entering the 
chamber. 

At a sign from the King, two of these stood 
near him ; a third sat on the carpet at his feet, 
playing the guzla ; whilst a fourth uncovered 
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his bead and proceeded to wash it with per- 
fumed water in a golden basin. 

Maza was a valiant and beautiful young 
man, and perhaps he was the only one left in 
whom was centered all that remained of noble 
and great in that Moorish city. Upon his 
shoulders he bore the weight of the civil com- 
bats of Granada, and its defence against the 
Christians upon the plains. 

The indolent character of the King irritated 
him; for whilst he was besieged up to the 
very walls, and he himself was standing 
before him in battle array, yet was directing 
words of love to beautiful slaves, who, in a 
chamber redolent of perfume, were bathing 
his face and hands.. 

" Attend," he said ; '* attend. Sire; for this 
is not an occasion for doing aught else but 
quell the rebellion, which is rising even at the 
very foot of thy throne. Sire, attend, because 
thy Emir awaits thy commands." 

" The rebellion ! " contemptuously exclaimed 
the King, fixing his splendid blue eyes upon 
Muza; "the rebellion! The people are 
nothing else but dust, which needs a strong 
wind to raise from its impotence, and, like the 
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wind, passes without leaving a trace behind, 
save the furrows caused by it. The rebellion 1 
A terrible hurricane which can only blind 
those who confront it, but which can do 
no harm to him who turns his back and lets 
it pass by." 

" Yet it was rebellion, Sire," replied Muza, 
who was as pertinacious as the King was 
indolent, ''that cast thy father from his 
throne, and placed thee upon it." 

" My father faced the rebellion, and he was 
blinded. Behold how it all happened. Listen ! 
naught is heard ; the hurricane sleeps, and 
at best, should it raise a whirlwind, will only 
produce some hundreds of corpses." 

"The Zegries are conspiring. Sire; the 
Gomeres and their friendly tribes are assist- 
ing them." 

" The Gomeres are miserable foxes ; the 
Zegries are cowardly dogs, barking at the feet 
of the master who protects them." 

" Sire, more than once have Abencerrajes 
and Zegries fought in battle against each 
other, as though they were not sons of the 
same country, and did not adore the same God." 

" Muza, what am I to do ? " 
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'* AssiBt me. Sire, and I will exterminate 
civil discords, and place thy regal standard 
upon the ramparts, whilst my chargers shall 
tread upon the richest cities of the Christians.'' 

*' Perchance, art thou not my Commander, 
Emir? At thy voice does not the call of 
alarm resound ? and the watch-fires of the tur- 
rets lit? and at one of thy words of command 
do not eighty thousand warriors rise up? 
Perchance, dost thou not dwell on an equal 
footing with me in my royal castle, and dost 
thou not keep eunuchs and pages covered with 
jewels, and horsemen with flags, and soldiery 
of thy own ? And dost not thou traverse the 
plains at will and take droves of Christians ? 
What more dost thou desire ? " 

" Sire, I desire that thou listen to my voice 
as Emir and as a knight. I wish the King 
to be a king, and not a woman. I desire at 
once to end this shameful wrestling." 

Abu-Abd-Allah leaped up from the divan 
where he had finished his robing, and stood 
before Muza with all that majesty which at 
times shone in him like a dart of lightning, 
and, like it, passed as rapidly away. 

" Begone ! " he said to the slaves. 
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Muza remained alone with Aba- Abd- Allah ^ 
upon whose severe brow the expression of in- 
dolence had vanished. 

" Thou art my vassal," he cried, " and I 
can make thee my slave." 

"I know it well, Sire," replied the Emir, 
without drawing back ; " but I have much to 
complain of thee as Mussulman, as a warrior^ 
and as a brother. Thy weakness brings upon 
thee the ill-will of thy own people, and they 
insolently insult thee. Sire ; mutinies in- 
crease, tijud Granada is torn asunder by ter- 
rible bands. I see the ending of thy country, 
and thine is the blame, Sire." 

" And how is it to be averted ? " replied the 
'King, at once losing all energy at the first 
words of Muza, who lorded over him. 

"What art thou to do, Sire?" bravely ex- 
claimed the Emir. "Dispel the belief of 
thy people that thou art more of a Christian 
than a Mussulman, and that thou art in 
secret league with thy enemies to deliver up 
the kingdom. This belief of theirs is a false 
one, Sire, but they know not how else to in- 
terpret thy indifference when the Christians, 
in marauding parties, reach even to thy walls. 
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King, pat on thy armour ! reserve those feasts 
which are insulting the hunger and the dis- 
couragement of thy people^ for the time when 
thou shalt have driven the Christians farther 
than the frontiers. Cast thyself upon their 
camps, King ! Bout them, if but for once, 
and thy people will acclaim thee conqueror, 
and the dispirited children of Islam will 
recover strength." 

Abu -Abd -Allah sat back upon the divan 
which he had newly occupied, and gazed sadly 
upon Muza. 

" No — never ! " he exclaimed, striking his 
breast. " Here within me bums the blood of 
the Nazares; but, Emir, the hard star of my 
destiny dispirits me. It still seems to me 
that I am in view of Lucena, hidden and 
trembling among the reeds of the river, see- 
ing my terrified squadron flying away — my 
broken standard and my dead horse lying at 
my feet. It still seems to me that I see the 
swords of the enemy pointing to my breast, 
and my lips are still burning with the humili- 
ating confession of my tank which I had to 
reveal to them in order to save my life. No ; 
I am the Zogoibi ; the horoscope of my des- 
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tiny floats in an abyss of blood ; an(} if only 
death awaited me. : . . But captivity, dis- 
honour. . . . No, no, by Allah ! " 

"Very well, Sire," Muza said, touched by 
the grief of the unhappy King. " Counter- 
mand these feasts, from which I fear some 
treachery of the Zegries, and give me permis- 
sion to fling myself and my almogawars upon 
the camp of Santa Fe." 

"The feasts shall take place!" the King 
cried. " If there are traitors, there are also 
beams in my towers from which to suspend 
their heads." 

"But how defend thee. Sire, from the 
treachery which is brooding behind the tapes- 
tries of thy royal chamber ? " 

The King turned pale ; he looked around 
him, fear in his eyes, mingled with an ex- 
pression of insanity, and, rising from the 
divan, he tremblingly laid hold of Muza. 

" Oh, yes ! " he said, full of terror, and 
gazing fixedly before him, as though he saw 
a phantom. "The traitors— yes ! In my 
dreams I have seen a vision of blood ! I have 
seen a naked sword ! I am surrounded by 

4 
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assassins, and even the sight of my own 
slaves inspires fear and terror ! " 

And the hapless king, pale and trembling, 
crossed his arms over his breast, as though 
to avert some invisible dagger ; then he fled 
from Muza, and sought refuge in a corner of 
the divan. 

" Brother ! oh, my brother ! " Muza cried, 
throwing his arms around the King, and en- 
deavouring to bring him back from that access 
of madness. '' Do not tremble, I am at thy 
side, my almogawars guard thy Alcazar, and 
my own love will defend thee." 

" Yes, yes, thou art my brother," the king 
replied, still trembling ; '^ but hush ! it is a 
secret of our father, and if thou wert heard 
saying it, they would lose all faith in 
thee."* 

And he passed his hand over his brow, and 
that action seemed to have cleared his mind 
of its imbecility. 

At that moment a noisy clamour of anafiles 
and dulzainas was heard outside the cham- 
ber of Divans. 

* It was said Muza was a son of tlie King Aboul- 
Hassen by a Christian woman. 
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"To the feasts!" cried the King. "My 
people are impatient ; the knights of Granada 
and the ladies await me.'* 

Art thou, Sire, going to the feasts ? *' 
Am I not guarded by thy loyal almo- 
gawars ? " the King exclaimed. " If traitors 
exist, wilt thou not exterminate them ? '* 

And, as though to render the King's deter- 
mination irrevocable, scarcely had he uttered 
these words, when the Sultana Zoraida, 
dazzling with jewels and beauty, appeared at 
the door of the chamber. 

Abu-Abd- Allah stretched out his hand, took 
hers, and led her from the chamber of Divans 
to the chamber of Com ares, where a splendid 
company of ladies and knights were waiting 
for them; whilst Muza, with a heavy heart, 
left the apartment, and disappeared by a 
postern of the Alcazar, mounted his horse, 
and placed himself at the head of five hun- 
dred almogawars, sorrowfully murmuring, 
** AUah-Akbar. God is great/ His Will he 
done ! " 



III. 



ZEOBIES AND ABENCEBBAJES. 



The Plaza of Bib-Bambla was decked ont in 
gala attire, and its aerial little towers, its 
filagree galleries, and its superb miradors 
were illumined by the weak sunlight of an 
autumn day. 

Bib-Bambla was the heart and pride of 
Granada. 

In it were continually seen all that was 
most beautiful and rich in the kingdom. Its 
bazaars, occupied by merchants from every 
city, held everything that could be thought of 
or desired. 

In it were equally heard words of love and 
of strife ; great and noble deeds had had their 
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origin in them, and their profound obscurity 
enveloped many a mysterious deed. 

But on that day the supporting pillars of 
the plaza were lost in tiers of seats, destined 
to hold all those whose good fortune it might 
be to attend these feasts. A strong entrench- 
ment separated the course from the tiers of 
seats, and the tliree doors of Ab-bolut,* 
Zacatin, and Al-kaisseria were the ones des- 
tined for the exit of jousters and spectators. 

It was very early morn, the lofty gable, 
the flags, and the tapestries of the royal 
mirador were dimly coloured by a narrow 
band of light. 

A fresh breeze, loaded with the perfume of 
flowers, scarcely stirred the splendid hangings 
of the galleries, the tapestries of vivid colour 
and rare design, which hung from the balus- 
trades of the balconies set apart for the judges, 
the princes, ladies, and nobles, and which 
descended to the very sand of the arena ; but 
these were eclipsed by the superb folds of a 
brocaded curtain which fell from the King's 
throne, upon which was magniflcently worked 
the escutcheon, quartered since the time of 

* Of banners. 
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Alhhamar the Magnificent with the Kings of 
Granada ; viz., a field of silver, and a diagonal 
band issuing from the month of a dragon, 
bearing the inscription, Le galib He Allah ! * 

Notwithstanding all this splendonr and 
festive array, the plaza was deserted, the 
galleries and doors closed ; and only a few 
little birds, salnting the snn, broke with their 
trills the deep silence which reigned far and 
near. 

The spacious and splendid course seemed 
spell-bound under the power of the enchanter's 
wand. 

The sun arose, its rays beamed upon the 
deserted arena. kndinL distance a con- 
fused noise of atakeberias, afiafiles, and drums 
was heard. At first the sound was low, 
similar to that produced by the waves of the 
sea as they fall upon the beach ; then it in- 
creased in intensity until it swelled to a roar, 
which thundered until it reached the doors of 
the plaza, when the door of Al-kaisseria was 
thrown open. 

One hundred Almoravid horsemen, wearing 
green hats and scarlet tunics, entered and 

* God only is conqueror. 
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ranged themselves in single file on either side 
of the door. Behind them appeared twenty 
ensigns riding white horses, caparisoned as 
for wprfare. In their hands they held small 
flags, and amongst them majestically waved 
the crimson royal standard. After these 
followed a troop of trumpeters, who remained 
stationed at the door, and sounded their 
trumpets three different times. 

Then, as though the spell had been broken, 
doors and miradors were thrown open, the 
crowds entered, the tiers and galleries were 
filled with ladies, and everywhere waving veils 
and brilliant jewels were seen, and the silence 
broken by a continuous din of voices and 
noises. 

The arena was quickly filled by a troop of 
horsemen, whose steeds caracoled and crowded 
together at the door of Al-kaisseria, through 
which issued the royal cortege, headed by the 
King Abu-Abd-AUah, riding a magnificent 
dapple grey decked with purple trappings, 
which trailed upon the arena. 

The King wore the black robe emblematic 
of his rank ; between the folds of his green 
head-gear, twined with strings of large pearls, 
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rose a superb crown : his right hand held 
a long sharp sword ; in his buskins glistened 
the golden spurs of the Christian knight, 
and upon his breast he wore a small blason of 
Castillo, in proof of the contested homage 
which he rendered in fealty and tribute to the 
noble Catholic kings since his unfortunate 
rout of Lucena. (See Note X.) Two walies 
of the tribes Gomeras and Zegries walked 
by his side, holding the reins of his charger ; 
and behind the King and the standard of 
Muza, who, armed to the teeth, rode a white 
mare covered with mail, marched in good 
order five hundred almogawar horsemen 
encased in armour from head to foot, hold- 
ing war lance^, to which small flags were 
attached. 

Another retinue followed this one, preceded 
by musicians and dancers. 

In the centre of this retinue was seen a 
palanquin covered with the richest embroidery, 
carried on the shoulders of four slaves. 

On this palanquin, reclining upon magni- 
ficent cushions and enveloped in a veil, sat a 
woman, the object upon which all eyes turned 
with universal respect. Some beautiful 
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Asiatic damsels, richly robed, carried censers 
of gold, filling the air with perfumes. 

This lady was the Sultana Zoraida. 

The slaves of the harem followed, also 
enveloped in veils and ca^^ried upon palan- 
quins of lesser beauty, and this procession was 
completed by a troop of black slave guards. 

The King slowly crossed the plaza, ascended 
the royal balcony, and occupied the throne ; 
on his left he seated the Sultana, at her side 
stood the Emir Muza Ebn-Abil-6azan hold- 
ing a sword. 

Behind the throne were ranged the slaves 
of the harem, the Eatib* of the King, the 
Wisires, and the Kadies of the Court. 

At the foot of the royal box the almoga- 
war3 and the black slave guards ranged 
themselves in order. 

The ensign of the King, holding the royal 
standard, and four outriders placed them- 
selves at a short distance from the royal 
throne. 

A general agitation prevailed, the crowd 
murmured : a report had spread that the 
feasts would end in a combat, and as far as 

* Secretary. 
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the eye could reach nought else was seen but 
multitudes of human beings filling every 
spot upon the roofs, the galleries, the alji- 
meces* and balconies. The arena, free and 
empty, seemed euclosed in a frame of living 
beings, who had spread themselves every- 
where and covered the wall of the plaza, and 
amongst which, like dazzling waves, appeared 
tapestries, jewels, veils, and plumes. The 
confused din which arose from that human sea 
of heads was like the buzzing of thousands of 
bees. 

The impatient multitudes at last saw the 
King speaking with Muza, who, after receiv- 
ing his orders, descended from the royal box. 
He advanced to the centre of the course, pre- 
ceded by trumpeters and followed by the 
Alguaciles and the ensign of the King. 

The trumpeters sounded their instruments 
three times; thousands of mouths were 
hushed ; then the voice of Muza was heard 
slow and sonorous in the midst of the silence. 

"Believers!" he cried, "in the name of 
the great and magnificent King of Granada, 
Mahomet Abu - Abd - Allah, the conqueror 

• Moorish bow-windows. 
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through God, Who is the Strong Lord, the 
Powerful among the powerful — health to thee, 
his loyal and valiant vassals ! " 

A tremendous spontaneous shout was the 
answer to the King's salutation. Muza then 
continued: "All ye that listen to me, be it 
known that the King wills and commands that 
feasts do take place in his good and loyal city 
of Granada, in which all who are knights, 
Mussulmans or Nazarenes, neighbours and 
strangers, and even those who come from 
distant lands, shall meet and run ^t tilts and 
bulls in equal contest together, with the sole 
and only exception of Jews and renegades. 

" Also that, in order to preside at these 
said feasts and distribute rewards among the 
conquerors, a Sultana be chosen possessed of 
the greatest beauty amongst all present, 
those that may yet come from these or other 
kingdoms ; and the said chosen Sultana shall 
be the prize of the first conqueror, if he be 
free, and it may so please him. The judges 
of beauty are, the Wisir of the King, Ebn- 
Gomija ; the Katik, Adel-Kerim ; and the 
Arrayaz, Ebn-Zayde. In the King's name ! 
Prosperity to all faithful Mussulmans ! " 
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Once again the trumpet sounded, whilst 
the Emir returned to the royal balcony accom- 
panied by the King's ensign, the Alguaciles, 
and the trumpeters, to occupy the post con- 
ferred by the King Abu- Abd- Allah of Arbitra- 
tor in the tribunal of beauty, which tribunal 
was composed of the three venerable old men 
whose names Muza had proclaimed as Judges. 

But not a single lady of all those who 
graced the feast descended from her balcony 
to dispute the supremacy of beauty. 

Yet, in truth, on that day many were the 
beauties that had assembled together, some 
splendid and languid like the evening star, 
others bright and pure like a spring dawn, 
and others, again, dazzling and majestic as 
the sun when it sets behind the ocean in purple 
rays on a summer's evening ; and for one look 
alone from their magnificent eyes torrents of 
blood would have been shed, and for a kiss 
' from their ruby lips the most valiant Aben^ 
cerraje would have allowed himself to be called 
a coward. 

No one had attempted to present herself 
before the Judges, because in the royal box a 
lady was seated whose face no one had be- 
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held, for it was covered with a thick veil, but 
towards whom the envious looks of the ladies 
of Granada were directed. Behind that ample 
veil a countenance was hidden which could not 
be otherwise than beautiful ; as only a beauty 
without rival could have inspired courage to 
hold herself in so proud manner, and mani- 
fest such movements of majesty and disdain, 
during the moments when so many beautiful 
women were called to come forth and dispute 
her charms. 

Above her veil flashed eyes of penetrating 
and irresistible expression, and her wide rich 
tunic could not altogether conceal the elegant 
roundness of her form. 

That woman, who made the very hourii^ 
dream of her, that woman whom all knew 
and respected, and who rendered indisputable 
the supremacy of her beauty, was the spouse 
of the King, the Sultana Zoraida. 

The King was gazing proudly upon the 
Sultana ; the time was passing, yet no lady 
had stepped forward to claim the throne of 
love and beauty. The impatient crowds com- 
menced to murmur. Again was the cry re- 
peated, yet the ladies remained immovable. 
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Then the King rose, radiant with pride 
and joy, and taking the hand of Zoraida, 
drew back her veil, and presented her to the 
Judges, demanding in her behalf the declara- 
tion of ** Sultana of Beauty." 

Her majestic demeanour, the power of her 
looks, the chaste form of her mouth, the 
purity of her serene brow, and the silky 
softness of the tresses which crowned it, drew 
an exclamation of surprise from all those 
who had not previously seen her. 

A score of times had the spring brought her 
its flowers ; for the twentieth time had the 
swallows come with the summer to admire 
her beauty, since the day when the genii had 
presided over her birth. Each spring had 
bereft itself of an " immortelle '* to enrich her 
crown of beauty and add a new charm ; the 
woman whom Allah placed in Paradise could 
not have been more perfect. 

Such a display of magnificence and her 
great beauty made the crowd forget their 
impatience, and Zoraida, saluted by noisy 
cheering, approached the Judges. 

After a brief deliberation, the old men 
found that the Sultana of Granada was also 
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the Sultana of Beauty ; and their decision 
was that the King should yield up his throne 
to the double majesty. 

And so it was done. Zoraida occupied the 
King's throne in the midst of a perfect storm 
of acclamations, and the King sat on her left 
upon a lower seat. 

For the third time the trumpeters sounded 
their harsh - sounding clarions ; the feast 
which had been so greatly desired was about 
to commence. 

A door under the tier of seats which 
fronted the royal balcony was thrown open, 
and through it emerged ten blacks of the 
King's guards, riding white colts, with orna- 
mental harness. These blacks wore caftans, 
hats, shields, and upon their robes carried 
the King's device, and in their hands little red 
flags. 

Ten pages on foot followed, also robed in 
red and gold, leading ten white mares har- 
nessed in a similar manner to those which 
had preceded them. 

Behind the pages came six Africans en- 
veloped in ample alquiceles,* and in their 

* A species of cloak or mantle worn by the Moors. 
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midst cavalcaded a young man of robust 
form and sparkling ejes. 

He was dressed in a richly-brocaded robe 
of blue and red, and from his hat pended 
plumes of great value ; upon his breast glis* 
tened a gold escutcheon, upon which was 
depicted, in enamel, a savage sustaining a 
globe, and bearing the motto in silver cha- 
racters upon green ground, of Con vias puedo 
(" I can sustain more"). 

This valiant knight was Aben-Hamet, the 
leader of the Abencerrajes, a man who was 
feared and respected wherever a standard was 
raised, or the bravest of the Enights of 
Granada assembled together. 

Notwithstanding the proclamation which 
had been issued, that any one was at liberty 
to enter the lists, and step into the plaza, 
no one had as yet dared to compete as a rival 
with the respected Aben-Hamet ; and there- 
fore he alone went forward before the throne 
of beauty, to salute the Sultana, and ask the 
favour of her permission to be the champion 
of the feast. 

A burning blash suffused the cheeks of 
Zoraida as she threw a golden key which she 
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held in her fair ^hite hand into the hat of 
Aben-Hamet, held' out for it with trembling 
hands, as a sign that she conceded the favour. 

Then, saluting the King, he started at full 
gallop to the extreme end of the course, in 
order to deliver the key to an alguacil, who 
proceeded with it towards a small door. 

The retinue of Aben-Hamet meanwhile dis- 
appeared behind the entrenchment ; the six 
Africans formed a circle before the door which 
was to be opened, and the champion, taking a 
heavy spear, placed himself at the side. 

The trumpets were about to sound ; the 
immense crowds were in silent attention, when 
the harsh blast of a trumpet was three times 
heard athwart the door of Al-Eaisseria, and 
its keeper, riding a Cordovan steed, advanced 
towards the royal box, and making the beast 
kneel down, said to Zoraida, " Powerful Sul- 
tana of Beauty and of Granada, four Zegri 
Ejiights ask permission to enter the course, 
and spear the first bull." 

Zoraida turned pale, whilst Muza con- 
vulsively grasped the hilt of his sword. 

"As they are Knights and Zegries," replied 
the Sultana, checking the tremulousness of 

6 
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her voice, '' open the door, and let them come 
up to me." 

The governor bowed, backed his horse, and 
with Blow, respectful pace proceeded to the 
door, without turning his back upon the Sul- 
tana. 

But at that moment another blast from a 
trumpet vibrated behind the door of Albolut, 
and its keeper or governor approached, cross- 
ing the course, and in an agitated voice said 
to the Sultana — 

" Lady, four Abencerraje Knights also ask 
permission of thee to spear the first bull." 

** Let the door be freely opened to them," 
the Sultana rejoined, with a degree of interest. 

The governor, ^thout heeding or caring 
whether he turned his back upon the Sultana, 
sped across the course like a dart of light- 
ning, reaching his door, which was that of 
Albolut, at the same time as the other reached 
that of Al-Kaisseria. Both doors were then 
opened simultaneously, and from each door 
issued at the same moment four horsemen, 
who dashed across the course, and stood before 
the throne of beauty, stopping their horses on 
a line, and darting angry looks at each other. 
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" Clear the way for the Zegries ! " said those 
who had entered by the door of Al-Kaisseria. 

" Clear the way for the Abencerrajes ! " re- 
plied the others. 

'' We descend from the lineage of the knights 
of Cordova, by Allah ! " 

And the eight knights started their horses, 
at the same time grasping the hilts of their 
swords. 

The King rose up, Maza advanced, Aben- 
Hamet spurred his mare, and it was feared 
the moment for coming to blows had arrived. 

But the Sultana calmly arose, and extend- 
ing majestically her arm towards the dis- 
putants, said slowly and distinctly, in a 
solemn voice — 

" Knights ! ye all have my permission. May 
Allah assist ye, and grant ye victory ! " 

And the knights, controlled by the accents 
and gesture of the Sultana, drew their hands 
from the hilts of their swords, saluted Zoraida, 
and, casting upon each other looks of fiery 
hatred, went off in different directions to take 
their posts close to the door from whence the 
bull was to emerge. 

It was a brave animal, reared in the thickets 
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of Bonda, light as the wind, fierce, and well 
armed for offence. It stood in the centre of 
the arena, glaring around with fierce looks, 
which had been provoked by the hissing and 
the cries of the multitude. 

The men stood up, the women fluttered 
their handkerchiefs, the alguacils, who stood 
in front of the royal mirador, fixed their 
terror-stricken eyes upon the brute, and pre- 
pared to escape at the first sign of danger. 

Meanwhile the eight Zegries and Aben- 
cerrajes had armed themselves with small 
spears, and the bravest of them, surrounded 
by the Africans, riding at a trot, approached 
the bull, which slowly turned, lashed its 
flanks with its tail, and lowered its powerful 
enormous head as though to salute its adver- 
sary. Then it slowly drew back, pawing the 
sand about in all directions with its short, 
powerful limbs, and bellowed a deep defiant 
roar. 

All eyes were fixed upon the beast, and 
every tongue was struck dumb during these 
moments. 

At length the bull flew like a javelin and 
attacked the Zegri, whose spear split, saving 
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the distance which separated him from the 
bull, and slightly grazing its loin. 

A thundering roar then arose in the air, 
the mare and its rider both rolled over, and six 
alquiceles, or red cloaks, were flaunted be- 
tween the vanquished knight and the con* 
quering beast. 

The bull, deceived by the lure, followed the 
Africans, thus giving the Zegri an oppor- 
tunity of mounting another mare in order to 
renew the contest. 

The countenance of the Moor wore a ter- 
rible expression. -It seemed as though the 
evil genius of wrath and humbled pride had 
taken possession of his soul; and, livid, 
trembling with fury, his teeth clenched, and 
with bloodshot eyes, he cast a look of con- 
tempt upon the crowd, which was applauding 
the bull, and then directed another look, 
which was perfectly indescribable, at the 
Abencerrajes, who were watching him with 
the insolent smile of an enemy who delights 
to witness the disgrace and humiliation of an 
adversary. 

The Zegri started to renew the encounter ; 
and .the bull, without giving him time to cast 
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his spear, fiercely attacked him, threw down 
tl^e mare, and, without heeding the decoy of 
the red cloaks, fell upon both rider and 
horse. 

Blood flowed; the expiring Zegri was thrice 
tossed in the air by the terrible horns, and 
as often fell mortally wounded. The bull 
then turned and attacked another Abencer- 
raje, who was advancing, treating him in the 
same manner as the Zegri. 

Then the six remaining knights marched 
around the beast, which, as though protected 
by a superior power, contemned their spears, 
attacking the riders and placing them hors 
de combat, threw down the outriders, and 
finally wounded itself by running towards the 
almogawars and the black slave guard, who 
received him with the points of their long 
lances, many of which were, however, broken 
by the encounter. 

Four knights of the tribe of the Mazas 
and four of the tribe of the Gomeres came 
forward into the course, and, after asking 
permission, advanced towards the bull. 

These again, like the former ones, fell be- 
fore the beast. 
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Terrar began to take possession of every one : 
the bull was master of the arena. No one else 
dared to present himself before it, and the bull, 
like an athlete who prepares himself, after a 
combat, for another contest by resting, threw 
itself on the ground, then pricked up its ears, 
listening attentively, casting a restless look 
around. 

It was a disgrace for the Enights of Granada 
to look upon the abandoned course with im- 
passive indifference, and to behold a bull 
which had dared to lay down to repose with 
such unseemly and insufferable insolence. 
Feelings full of ire were roused in the hearts 
of some, who, confiding in the skill of their 
arm and in the luck of their good star, rode 
up to the royal throne, obtained the desired 
permission, and entered the lists. 

It was a worthy sight to behold those 
brave young disputants, one by one at the 
mercy of the swiftness of their steeds, dis- 
puting for the honour of being the next to 
cast his spear upon the beast prepared for 
renewing the contest. 

Yet it was indeed sad to behold rolling on 
the arena those accomplished knights, who 
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in many battles had steeped the blades of 
their swords up to the very hilt, and had con- 
ferred days of glory and renown to Granada 
in their conquests against the Christians. 

And they all fell — ^the bull tore them down 
one by one, like the fierce tempest lays flat 
the sheaves of corn, and the so-called feast 
was fast becoming a spectacle of horror. 

The ladies swooned away; the valiant 
knights swore; the assembled multitude yelled; 
the King was sorely afflicted to see his knights 
uselessly shedding their blood ; whilst the bull 
meanwhile was masterfully walking about the 
arena strewn with the dead and the dying. 

Terror increased ; no one dared to wrestle 
with that terrible beast which the iron blade 
could not vanquish, and which only became 
infuriated by punishment. 

Time passed; the champion ordered the 
trumpets to be sounded, and by this means 
called three times for fresh combatants. 

A long time they waited ; the King's brow 
became darkened ; for the first time had such 
a disgraceful scene taken place in Granada, 
of a danger left unchallenged. 

The entrenchment was opened, and Aben- 
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Hamety the gallant champion, appeared on 
foot; his left arm was enveloped by an alquicel, 
or red cloak, and his right hand held a long 
wide sword. 

The moment for the supreme effort had 
arrived. A deep silence pervaded ; the whole 
of the assembled crowds in the miradors, 
the galleries, and upon the balustrades were 
mute with expectation. 

In the royal box, Zoraida, pale as death, 
was fixing an anxious look upon Aben-Hamet. 
Muza was frowning, and the King appeared 
distraught and absorbed by strange thoughts. 

The leader of the Abencerrajes with elegant 
demeanour crossed the course and approached 
the royal box. He knelt upon one knee, 
threw his cap down, and said to Zoraida — 

" By Allah, and by thy beauty, noble Sul- 
tana, I shall not cover my head with this cap 
until I have laid at thy feet the tuft on the 
head of that haughty beast." 

" May Allah protect thee, brave knight ! " 
blushingly replied the Sultana. 

And Aben-Hamet directed his steps towards 
the centre of the arena, the valiant blood of 
his veins all on fire, and trembling with 
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pride. He challenged the beast, and after 
sparring with him three times, he at length 
thrust the point of his sword right into 
the nape of its neck. The bull drew back, 
and in another moment man and beast 
were both rolling on the arena enveloped in 
a cloud of dust ; but before it had subsided, 
the man rose up safe and sound, displaying 
amongst the folds of his cloak the sword 
covered with blood, and in his right hand he 
waved aloft the tufted ornament which had 
adorned the head of the beast. 

The bull lay dead, and a stream of blood 
flowed from the wide gaping wound which the 
Abencerraje had inflicted in its neck. 

The tufted ornament was laid at the feet of 
the Sultana by Aben-Hamet, who then raised 
his cap from the ground, mounted his steed, 
and started at full gallop towards the door, 
to await the exit of the second bull. 

The deed which the brave Abencerraje had 
accomplished caused a profound sensation, 
and thousands of voices were raised acclaiming 
conqueror the gallant knight, and demanding 
that he should be rewarded by the Sultana 
of Beauty. 
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But Zoraida, through a crier, declared that 
such a favour could not be conceded to one 
who had only diBtinguished himself in one 
trial. She ordered that the forthcoming con- 
tests with bulls be suspended, and running 
at tilts should at once be commenced. 

The crowds murmured; twelve bulls yet 
remained to be brought out and despatched ; 
and the crowds anticipated less enjoyment 
from witnessing the games which were about 
to take place than they had promised them- 
selves from the bull-fights, forgetful already 
of the tragic ending of the first encounter. 

Sand was strewn over the arena, and all 
the gore covered over. 

The trumpets again sounded, and at this 

9 

signal all the knights who were to take part 
and enter the lists descended from the 
galleries and miradors^ where they had 
been witnessing the terrible scene. 

The knights who presented themselves were 
from two bands only, Zegries and Abencer- 
rajes. 

The moment so greatly dreaded by the Emir 
Muza Ebn-Abil-Gazan was fast approaching. 

Those two bands were deadly enemies since 
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the day when Granada had become divided 
into two parties ; one in favour of the sons of 
the Sultana Zoraya (see Note XI.), and the 
other in behalf of Abu-Abd-Allah, son of the 
haughty Sultana Aixa. These were entering 
together and meeting in a common Ust. 

Although Muza expected generosity and 
greatness of soul from the knights of the 
Abencerrajes, yet he dreaded everything from 
the Zegries, a low-bom race of the desert, 
possessing passions as violent as the deadly 
blast of the simoom, treacherous like the 
jackal, and thirsting for blood like the royal 
tiger of Senaar. 

The Emir, ever a noble and generous 
knight, at the first sound of the trumpet 
mounted his horse and placed himself at the 
head of his army of wild and ferocious almo- 
gawars, his face shielded by a vizor, and his 
lance of double blades clenched as though 
ready to enter the battle-field. 

At the second sounding of the trumpets 
both doors were opened, and the Zegries and 
Abencerrajes, arrayed after the fashion of 
tournaments, in gala dresses and rich bro- 
cades, entered the course four abreast. 
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The Zegries were led by Mahomet-Adel- 
Zegri. 

They rode oolts of pure Arab breed, black 
as night, fiery like flaslies of lightniiig, and 
swift as the sweeping hurricane. The Zegries, 
in order "to provoke the Abencerrajes, were 
insulting them by adopting the colours of 
their trappings. They had robed themselves 
in aljubas,* marlotas,^ and almaizares of crim- 
son and scarlet brocade, and tufts of blue 
plumes adorned their headgear. 

The Abencerrajes wore caftans and scarves 
of green brocade, as an emblem of firm hope, 
and from their richly-chased helmets waved 
large crests of yellow plumes in token of their 
good-will. The horse-cloths of their snow- 
white mares were of the same colour, and the 
standard they carried fluttered proudly, borne 
by such illustrious champions. 

Before them proceeded the youthful and 
brave Aben-Hamet, riding a Persian steed, 
white and swift as a swan's feather. He was 
flushed and full of pride at having obtained 

* Aljubas: a Moorish garment, formerly used by 
Christians in Spain.' 
I A kind of Moorish dress. 
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his signal triumph in the presence of the 
Sultana, the beloved of his soul. 

For the third time did the trumpets resound 
through space their sharp vibrating call. It 
seemed as though that ringing sound con- 
yeyed courage and &re into both horses and 
riders. 

The sun was casting its flashing rays upon 
the brightly -polished armour. Ill-will and 
hatred flashed from the eyes of both inimical 
tribes, as each, endeavouring to outvie the 
other in elegance of demeanour, advanced 
caracoling before the royal box, where they 
made their skilful beasts bend their knees 
before Zoraida. 

The Sultana smiled, and cast her golden 
staff upon the lists, endeavouring to overcome 
and conceal the deep anxiety which reigned 
in her bosom. 

At that signal the closed crowd of Abencer- 
rajes and Zegries divided themselves and 
formed a wide circle, passing under the tiers 
of seats and galleries like briUiant cascades 
of gold and silk. They marked the distances, 
and placed themselves in fours, one tribe oppo- 
site the other. 
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Toong and beautifully-dresBed pages then 
brought them tilts, and the signal was given 
for the jousting to commence. Both bril- 
Uant companies began their movements. 

They crossed each other in every direction, 
and a shower of tilts, adorned with flags and 
bows, flew from one end of the course to the 
other, and were broken against the adver- 
saries' shields. They deftly formed them- 
selves into equestrian arabesques and circular 
designs ; they joined, and commenced anew 
the contest in concentric circles. The ladies 
threw flowers upon the knights and the crowds 
shouted their enthusiastic applause. 

Suddenly the shield-bearer of the Zegries, 
armed with weapons of war, bounded across 
the entrenchment and approached the 
knights. 

Treachery was openly manifesting itself. 
The tilts became lances ; an Abencerraje fell 
to the ground wrenched from his saddle and 
mortally wounded. 

The squadron of almogawars, at a sign 
from their leader Muz a, provided themselves 
with war lances, and the Abencerrajes rushed 
upon the Zegries. 
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The King rose up from bis throne and 
threw in vain his golden staff. The Aben- 
cerrajes were far too gallant to shrink from 
the encomxter, and so they charged the 
enemy, notwithstanding that they carried no 
greater defence than their silken robes. 

Aben-Hamet was the first to throw his lance 
upon Mahomet- Adel-Zegri. The weapon hit di- 
rect at the breast of the Zegri, but rebounded, 
broken into splinters. It had struck the coat 
of mail which he wore concealed beneath 
the richly-brocaded robes. 

And the same happened with all the rest of 
the Abencerrajes, whilst the lances of the 
Zegries threw a man down to the ground at 
each blow. 

At this new treachery offered to the Aben- 
cerrajes, cries of " Vengeance to the Zegries 
for their treachery to the Abencerrajes!" 
filled the course, compelling the knights who 
were assisting at the feasts to take their side 
with either band. 

When the hour of Adohar approached, the 
plaza offered an imposing spectacle. Those on 
the side of the Zegries entered the arena, 
forcing the guards at the doors'; the ladies 
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fled from the galleries ; and the men of the 
noble city of bravery, who knew the gene- 
rosity and justice of the Abencerrajes, 
entered the lists in order to repulse the 
traitors who were crying, " Death to the King 
Abu- Abd- Allah and to the Abencerrajes ! '* 

Then, when the combat became inevitable, 
when all good Mussulmans gathered around 
the King, who, rising superior to his indo- 
lence, mounted his steed and marched behind 
his royal standard, the Emir Muza Ebn-Abil- 
Gazan was seen to draw himself up, set spurs 
to his charger, brandish his lance, and in a 
terrible voice which silenced the tumult cried 
out, "Away with ye ! I alone am suflScient for 
this traitor. Out with ye all ! " 

And he attacked the band of Zegries, 
piercing their leader, Mahomet-Adel-Zegri. 

" Ah ! is it thou ? '* he cried, "thou, wretch 
and renegade, the cause of the routing of 
Lucena and of the civil bands. Take that, thou 
infidel dog; take the price of thy treachery ! '* 

And though Muza received upon his damas- 
cened shield a blow from the Zegri, yet he 
levelled the point of his lance at his throat, 
and, notwithstanding his cuirasse, pierced him 
through. 6 
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Then with nplifted sword he attacked the 
rebels. And like the hurricane lays flat the 
tall cedars, the lightning strikes down the 
lofty towers, and the current that carries 
everything before it, so did the Emir with 
eqnal rapidity cast down and kill all who 
came across his path. 

The mutiny was becoming general. Muza 
ordered the trumpets to sound, and putting 
forward the standard, the almogawars, follow- 
ing their brave leader, fell upon the traitors 
like a terrible tempest, sweeping all before 
them. 

The Zegries, finding themselves vanquished, 
fled to take refuge in the Castle of Blb-Bambla, 
carrying with them the dead body of their 
leader, Mahomet- Adel-Zegri ; and those who 
could not save themselves by flight were ex- 
terminated by the loyal followers and vassals 
of the King Abu-Abd-Allah. 

Blood, torn trappings, and broken weapons 
were all that remained of this exploit of the 
Zegries. 

The King returned to his throne, and Aben- 
Hamet, always calm, approached the Sul- 
tana as she was recovering from the fainting 
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fit which the sight of that terrible spectacle 
had thrown her into. Zoraida opened her 
beautiful eyes and bestowed npon the Aben- 
cerraje a look of profound gratitude. 

'' To-night, in Generalife ! " the enamoured 
youth whispered in her ear. 

The Sultana coloured up and remained 
slLent. 

A little later, the King and the Sultana, 
accompanied by Aben-Hamet and Muza, the 
Abencerrajes and the almogawars, bent their 
steps towards the Alhambra, followed by a 
retinue whose festive garments were covered 
with dust and blood. 

Scarcely had the King entered into the 
Alcazar when a Captain of the Zegries, ac- 
companied by a trumpeter who displayed a 
white flag, demanded an audience of the 
King. 
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A Gi.BDEK of delights, a perennial fountain, a 
perfect echo of harmony, a forest of love, and 
the place for Zambras, waa G-eneralife when 
Granada swayed a powerful kingdom. 

And amongst the laorel thickets birds sang, 
and never did the burning rays of the sun 
scorch that spot, nor the biting cold and snow 
of winter visit it. 

In its streams swam fishes of varied 
hnes, and its waters fell in cascades, wafting 
the rippling sounds even to the golden apart- 
ments of the magnificeDt retreats, and inviting 
to dreams of peace and delight. 

It is there where the gigantic cypress 
grows which was planted by the King Abnl- 
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Walid the Magnificent (See Note XII.) » in 
order to gratify the caprice of a slave; at 
the foot of this tree are little woods of roses 
and myrtles, extending to the very edge of a 
lake of the clearest water. 

How many assignations of love have been 
witnessed and watched over in the silence of 
the night and in the shades of the thickets by 
that gigantic tree, which was transplanted 
from the mountains of Jericho to Granada ! 

How often has the lover's dagger carved 
upon its hard bark the name of a gentle, 
adored damsel! and how often has the 
traveller and the stranger broken off a sprig 
from that historic tree ! 

Thou still livest! Thou still standest 
there — a monument of an unfortunate, hap- 
less race ! 

And thou dost still raise thy lofty waving 
tops above the group of towers like a green . 
turret which the hand of God has preserved 
upon the gifted land of Granada ; albeit, a 
mute witness of her greatness of other days 
which has passed away never to return ! And 
now only the sun knows thee ! 

That brilliant sun of Andalusia, which can 
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never be destroyed but by the hand of God, 
and which, at setting in the evening, darts its 
well-known £aint, expiring rays upon thee ! 

And each clear night the moon sends thee 
her kiss of love, and when she is absent from 
thee — because, bestowing her light upon dis- 
tant hemispheres, she cannot shed over thee 
her white, filmy light — the stars tremnlonsly 
salute thee, thon ancient. tree! Thon who 
hast been for generations a verdant Alcazar 
to thousands of birds, and at thy foot still 
pass the vanquished as well as the conquer- 
ing races ! 

Sultanas and slaves, kings and princes, 
neighbours and strangers, have lingered near 
thee, and tottering old men and innocent 
damsels have recounted to thee a history 
of love which took place under thy shades 
during a night when the moon shone filling 
every space, and serene like the eyes of God. 

I wish amongst my songs to preserve that 
history, which is sad and languid like a sigh 
— capricious and vague like a remembrance ! 

4e 4e « » 

It was late; the voice of the muezzins 
had sounded in space, from the heights of the 
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turrets, their pious call to the faithful to come 
to the prayer of Alaja.* 

It was the night of that fatal day when the 
blood of brave men had dyed the sands of the 
arena of Bib-Bambla. 

And it was one of those serene, calm nights 
when the tepid resplendency of the moon fell 
softly upon the land, inviting to meditation 
and to love. 

The night breeze carried upon its impal- 
pable wings the soft, sweet fragrance of the 
gardens ; the waters flowed and fell with 
sonorous noise, their currents lost in the 
obscurity of the leafy woods, wherein slum- 
bered the genius of mystery. 

Generalife was a dazzling sight ; its reful- 
gence cast a fantastic aureola of vapoury 
light upon its slated roofs. 

Precious lamps of exquisite colours hung 
from the arched roofs of the galleries, wherein 
sauntered ladies and knights, robed in 
splendid festive attire. 

Within those perfumed retreats the merry 
strains of the Zambra was heard, young 
men and beautiful women danced together, 

* After nightfall. 
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and a happy joy seemed to overspread all ; 
rendering it a seeming impossibility that 
beyond, in the extended plains behind the 
rampart walls of Santa Fe, the bivouac fires 
were extinguished, and that the Christians 
were in silence watching, were it not for the 
vigilant call which was heard from the watch- 
towers on the stone walls of the Alhambra, 
and on the high hill Del Sol, which mingled 
its sound with the harmonies of the dance 
music. 

The King Abu-Abd- Allah and the Sultana, 
surrounded as they were by their ladies and 
cavaUers, were apparently giving themselves 
up to the joy of the hour, but which, however, 
in reality only existed upon their counten- 
ances. 

Their spirit was overpowered by a lugu- 
brious sadness. 

The King saw gathered before him, as 
though they were friends, the tribes which 
were enraged by old enmities. The very- 
same bands of Zegries and Abencerrajes 
which that very morning had met in a field 
of blood were now dancing together under 
the dome of the self-same chamber, as though 
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all ill-will bad been forgotten, and tbe genius 
of peace bad spread its gentle wings over 
tbem. 

Tbe Sultana gazed upon Aben-Hamet, 
wbose eyes were fixed upon ber countenance, 
rendered more beautiful tban ever by tbe 
blusbes wbicb bis burning looks called up, 
and, remembering ber love appointment, sbe 
trembled. 

'' Tbis nigbt in Generalife, close to tbe 
cypress of Abul-Walid ! " be bad said to ber. 

And tbe bour bad come. 

Zoraida loved tbe King as a spouse, and 
tberefore sbe could not turn traitor to tbat 
love, but at tbe same time tbe bravery and 
generosity of Aben-Hamet inspired in ber beart 
feelings of pity and respect. 

He, bapless man ! bad drank in a poisoned 
potion of love from tbe beauty of tbe Sultana. 

His life would not last longer tban bis 
bopes, and Zoraida percbance somewbat 
imprudently dilated tbem. 

And tbe bour bad already come: tbe 
looks of Aben-Hamet were demanding tbe 
fulfilment of ber promise. 

And for tbese reasons were botb tbe spirit 
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of the King Abn-Abd-Allah and of Zoraida 
enyeloped in a clond of sadness. 

The King, irritated by the treachery of the 
Zegries, desired to make a terrible example of 
them : but they were as wily and deep as 
serpents. 

When they saw that their intentions had 
become fmstrated by superior strength, they 
sent a messenger preceded by a white flag, in 
sign of peace under the sanctity of Mussul- 
man faith, to protest against their crime, 
making the whole weight to fall upon their dead 
leader, Mahomet-Adel-Zegri, and offering new 
homage to the King, by presenting their sons 
in pledge of their submission, and beseeching 
a reconciliation with the offended Abencerrajes. 

The King accepted their pledges, and, 
summoning together the aggrieved ones, ex- 
horted them to pardon and to be peaceful. 
The Abencerrajes, eyer noble and always 
generous, received with open arms an enemy, 
who came to them suppliantly and humbly, 
without suspecting that they carried a dagger 
concealed behind. 

That same night, in Generalife, a Zambra 
took place, in which the knot of friendship was 



THE OTPBESS OF THE SULTANA. 75 

to be united, but which on the part of the 
Zegries wasbut a veil to conceal their treachery. 

For this reason did Generalife on that 
night manifest her turrets illuminated ; and 
the bandoline, the guzla, and the dulzaina 
mingled their harmonies with the noise of the 
cascades and the sighing of the wind among 
the leaves. 

The garden wherein grew the cypress of 
Abul-Walid was far from the chamber where 
the Zambrawas taking place, and therefore had 
been forgotten ; and its fountain, illumined by 
the moon's rays, wasted its sweet reflections 
upon the lofty arches and bowers of laurels. 

Everything around breathed silence and 
mystery; the echo of music and the soDg 
reached it in a vague, soft, undecided t one, 
like a sigh of happiness. 

Then the shadows of four men were seen as 
though emerging from the dark end of the 
gallery, and engaged in some mysterious con- 
versation. They crossed the open plain, which 
was lit up by the moon's rays, and were lost 
sight of in the dark thickets of groves of 
laurel, myrtle, and rose bushes which sur- 
rounded the cypress. 
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The indistinct murmur of their voices, sup- 
pressed by prudence, rose up as though 
engaged in some heated discussion, when 
cautious footsteps were heard in the gallery, 
and a gallant Moor entered the open space, 
which at that moment was radiantly illu« 
mined by the moon, and stood on the brink of 
the lake. His splendid eyes were lustrous as 
he raised them up to the horizon, fixing their 
gaze upon the moon with an expression of 
love and hope. 

He was the leader of the Abencerrajes, 
Aben-Hamet. 

Some moments elapsed : the youthful lover 
began to pace impatiently to and fro the 
length of the garden, attentively listening, his 
heart meanwhile throbbing, and his eyes 
fixed upon the gallery. 

At length he heard upon the pavement the 
rustling of trailing silken robes ; then a light 
form was distinguished in the darkness, and 
a woman, pale and timid, covered with a veil, 
advanced and sat upon the raised sod around 
the cypress, as though she had not noticed 
the Abencerraje, and then threw back her veil 
over her shoulder. 
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This woman was the Sultana. 

Her pale countenance, rendered paler by 
the white moonlight, was clear and pure as 
a pearl: her hair, of blackest hue, fell in 
tangled confusion upon her full neck and 
shoulders ; yet she appeared to be dominated 
by the languishment of love and the terror of 
a chaste woman. Her bosom, covered with 
dazzling jewels, heaved under a profound 
emotion, indicative of the state of her soul 
as wife, and of a wife in whose veins flows 
Arab blood, and which labours under the 
impluses of an affection which had been 
repressed for a long time. 

A love lost in a languid mystery, watched 
over and protected by the wings of the arch- 
angel of purity, tranquil as the waters of a 
lake, deep like the abyss, and indelible like 
the mark which the finger of God impresses 
on the brow of the just. 

An unknown love, beautiful like illusions, 
vaporous like the mist, and pleasant as the 
fountain of water in the oasis is grateful to 
the thirsty caravan of the desert. 

The Sultana had been dragged by its power 
even to the very foot of that mournful cypress, 
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that mute confidant of mysterious loves ; and 
there, enveloped in silence by the moon's 
rays and at the mercy of the breeze which 
agitated the flowers and the leafy groves, and 
robbed them of their pure, wild perfumes, 
the veil which covered her soul was rent, and 
for the first time an intense, absorbing passion 
revealed itself before her, which anguished 
her heart and brought the colour to her 
cheeks. 

An abyss had suddenly opened at her feet, 
and she wished to remain on its brink. 

She wished to fly and take refuge in the 
affection of Abu-Abd- Allah ; but the recollec- 
tions of the King had become faint in her 
heart ; she wished to recall the days of his 
passion, and she only found ice upon the ex- 
tinguished volcano ; she desired to bring back 
the memory of his young and beautiful form, 
dazzling in his greatness and majesty as in 
the days of their espousals, and in opening 
her timid eyes she only saw before her Aben- 
Hamet, trembling, and possessed by a mad, 
senseless passion. 

The spirit of the beautiful one became 
clouded; she attempted to fly, but she stumbled 
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against the Abencerraje who was kneeling at 
her feet. She tried to turn back^ but felt her 
hands grasped, and burning Ups imprinting 
kisses upon them. 

Zoraida fell fainting upon the mound which 
surrounded the cypress. 

At that moment, four men, who were con- 
cealed in the thickets, came forth with slow, 
cautious steps, and disappeared on the oppo- 
site side from whence they had come. 

Aben-Hamet still remained at the feet of 
the beautiful tempter, to whom he was speak- 
ing in loving accents. 

" At last my eyes have gazed upon thee, 
Sultana, free from the importunate looks of 
the world. At last I behold thee blushing 
before me, and the heaving of thy bosom, 
which rivals the whiteness -of the pearl, is 
more grateful to me than the garden of Hiram, 
when in dreams it appears to the wandering 
pilgrim of the desert. Lift up thine eyes, 
gazelle, and place them upon me, for they are 
the light of my life, and the splendid star 
which illumines the dark night of my destiny. 
Thou dost love me, Houri, because thy hand 
trembles like mine, and thou dost not draw 
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it away ; and thy rounded form shudders at 
the contact of my arm. Thou art my spouse, 
Sultana ; the genius of love hath spread over 
us his wings ; the amhrosia from Eden flows 
from thy mouth and envelopes me in an in- 
tense fire. Love me, Sultana, as I love thee ; 
love me, and I will place at thy feet the em- 
pires of the East and of the West. When 
engaged in combats I recall thy loving looks 
of spouse, my sword will be like a dart, and 
death, envious of my happiness, wiU vainly 
fly near me." 

Zoraida was silent. The deep love of the 
Abencerraje was throwing its powerful do- 
minion over her, and a cloud of forgetfulness 
was fast enveloping her. 

That silence was inspiriting Aben-Hamet. 

" For thee, royal gazelle, who art imprisoned 
in the clutches of a cowardly Gyrfalcon, my 
horse has galloped from the most remote 
region which the sun loveth, even to the 
lands upon which it rests in its midday 
course ; and the light does not so love the day, 
nor the sea the breeze, as I love thee — I who 
for thee have traversed the East and come 
here. Oh, how beautiful art thou ! A single 
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glance from thine eyes is worth more than a 
hundred ages of glory, and the perfume from 
thy tresses is softer than the fragrance ex- 
haled from the calyx of the tulip of Syria. 
Come with me, regal beauty ! My white 
mare, when it feels upon its back the precious 
weight of thy loveliness, will step more 
proudly than if heaven itself had been en- 
trusted to her. Come, for my brave Aben- 
cerrajes are waiting for thee ; thou wilt see 
them advancing at full speed, riding their 
Persian steeds as swiftly as a flight of eagles, 
to come and kiss the hem of thy tunic and the 
footprints of thy feet. They will come to 
thee that thou mayest touch their swords, in 
order to render them invincible ; and then 
thou wilt behold them fearlessly encounter 
the people of the East, and return to cast at 
thy feet the treasures which they will wrench 
from the vanquished ones ! Come, thou joy 
of my soul ; I will give thy beauty a throne 
more powerful than the one of Abu- Abd- Al- 
lah ! " 

When Aben-Hamet pronounced the name 
of the King, it seemed •to break the spell of 
that dream of love in which Zoraida bad sue- 

7 
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cumbed, and the stern shadow of her duties 
as wife passed before her gaze. 

And she arose, saying, '' I have dreamed ; 
I have heard the sweet harmonies of the 
romances of my youth. Ah ! is it thou, Aben- 
Hamet ? What wills thou alone at the feet of 
the Sultana ? The slaves of the King watch, 
and thy head is not safe upon thy shoulders. 
Leave me, go ! the vassal is not to put himself 
on an equal footing with his master who can 
trample upon him." 

And Zoraida pronounced these words with 
such an air and expression of pride and in- 
difference, that Aben-Hamet trembled from 
shame and wrath, judging that he had been 
caught in a snare by his enemies. 

In his fierce galling sentiments as a de- 
spised lover he concluded that the appoint- 
ment in that retired spot by the Sultana had 
been a dark ambush and a deed of a shame- 
ful, unheard-of treachery. 

" Sultana," he replied, "if thou dost not 
love me, why hast thou brought me here? 
Why hast thou come alone, and in the silence 
of the night, into this far distant garden, 
where everything invites to love ? Is not the 
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name of knight sufficient for thee? I will 
wrestle until I re-conquer the throne of my 
grandsires, and thou wilt be Sultana of the 
Magreb * from the Strait of Geb-al-Tario up 
to the flowing currents of the Atlantes and 
the borders of the great desert." 

" Begone ! " the Sultana exclaimed, wounded 
in her pride; " begone, vassal. One throne 
suffices in order to be a Sultana ; and to be 
noble and loyal to my King and spouse I 
need but the royal blood of Ismail which 
bums in my vems ! Depart, and begone ! 
If the Sultana has brought thee in the silence 
of the night to the foot of the cypress of Abul- 
WaUd, it was in order to destroy in thy mad 
love its last hopes ; it was to tell thee that 
thou art treading a slippery path whicli leads 
to an abyss." 

"The raven croaks, and the hour ap- 
proaches/' sadly exclaimed Aben - Hamet. 
"Dost thou not hear in the distance lugubri- 
ous wailings ? They are the wings of the arch- 
angel of death, which is directing its flight 
towards the hapless Aben-Hamet. May Allah 
watch over thee, Sultana ! but if on the mor- 

^ West of A&ioa. 
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row, when the evening star appears in the 
East, thou shouldst see passing before it a 
small red cloud, know that it is my spirit, 
which awaits, full of love, but for one look 
from thee, thou light of mine eyes ! " 

And the voice of the Abencerraje trembled, 
and his cheeks became livid as those of a 
corpse; his eyes, sunk in their orbits, were 
shining with a brilliant supernatural light. 

Zoraida trembled, and a feeling of fear 
came over her. A dark shadow passed before 
her spirit, and a veil of tears dimmed her 
beauteous eyes .... the woman overcame 
the Sultana^ and the love which destiny 'wjblb 
impelling raised its voice in favour of Aben- 
Hamet. 

"Die?" she said, in a quavering voice; 
" die ? — and wherefore ? " 

"What is written must be fulfilled," sadly 
replied the Abencerraje. "Perchance, can I 
live in the dark clouds of desperation without 
thy love ? Oh, I did not seek thee when with 
my tribe of Africans I came to Granada. I 
knew not that the Alhambra would prove for 
me a golden cup containing the jpoisoned 
potion of death for my spirit. Tet the wise 
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ones of my land had told me : * The Falcon 
of Africa will fly to the West, seeking pnrer 
air and more verdant lands. He will extend 
his powerful wings, and he will come to a rock 
where a royal Heron nestles. And the Heron 
will be the cause of the death of the Falcon, 
because he will love her, and she will with- 
draw her eyes from him to place them upon 
a cowardly Gyrfalcon. And the Gyrfalcon 
will treacherously spill the blood of the 
wandering pilgrim bird, and the veil of a 
shadow will overspread him.' I saw thee, 
and I loved thee, Sultana; I loved thee as 
the babe loveth the breast of its mother, as 
the blind man loveth the light, as the poor 
love hope, as the sons of Africa love — for 
once, and once only. Fare-thee-well ! what 
is written is being fulfilled. The Falcon has 
seen the royal Heron, and the Gyrfalcon is 
lying in ambush. Perchance, can I live ? No, 
I shall insult the Zegries, and they will kill 
me. And should I wish to die with glory, are 
there not on the watch in the Christian camps, 
thirsting for Moorish blood, the renowned 
Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova, the brave 
Ponce de Leon, the Conde de Cabra, and the 
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valiant Don Alonso Fernandez de Cardenas ? 
Fare- thee -welly Sultana ! the raven croaks, 
and the hour approaches.'* 

And Aben-Hamety pale and with a dis- 
trustful countenance, frantically sped forward 
through the garden. 

The Sultana, terrified at the excitement of 
the Abencerraje, could no longer contain her 
tears. Aben-Hamet, on hearing the murmur 
of her sobs, turned his face towards the spot 
where he had left Zoraida, and saw her seated 
at the foot of the cypress, covering her face 
with her hands. The fierce African for the 
first time felt the tears rising to his eyes. 
He turned back, approached the Sultana, and 
knelt at her feet. 

*' Dost thou weep, light of my soul ? " he 
said to her. ** Oh, each one of thy tears is 
worth more than a torrent of blood. Thou 
dost love me, and sorrow weighs down thy 
spirit ! Say but one word, and my sword will 
be turned into a fiery dart, which will destroy 
whatsoever opposes itself to our love. In 
other lands I have Alcazares for thee, under 
which thou wilt live for me — ^for me, who will 
watch on the rampart of its towers in order to 
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defend thee from the King ^hom thou dost 
so fear. Come with me ; I will envelope thy 
form in Persian shawls; I will place pearls 
around thy neck and diamonds in thy tresses. 
Thou shalt be served by beauteous damsels ; 
captives from the lands of the Christians and 
my valiant Abencerrajes will guard thee. Oh, 
come with me, and I will be thy slave ; and 
if thou will it, I will break in twain my sword 
of knight and set free my brave war-horse ! " 

Zoraida rose slowly ; her burning eyes had 
dried up every tear ; her look was tranquil, 
grave, and inspired. Her lovely white hand 
drew back the tresses of her black hair from 
her pearly brow. 

"Aben-Hamet," she said, in slow and 
solemn tones — " Aben-Hamet, before I knew 
thee I lived resigned to my destiny. I loved 
my spouse, I loved my children; I slept 
tranquil, and without anxiety or ambition, 
protected by the curtain of the royal divan ; 
the flowers yielded for me fragrance, delight, 
and freshness ; the day-dawn brought me 
pleasure in its light, and when the sun in its 
majesty hid itself away in scarlet rays behind 
the distant blue mountain, I watched its setting 
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and felt happy. Oh ! '* she added, raising her 
eyes to heaven, " I was happy, and the spirit 
of good dreams descended upon me from the 
seventh heaven, surrounded by Hades and love. 
But I saw thee, Commander ; I saw thy cheeks 
dyed by Arab blood and an African sun ; I 
beheld thee a handsome youth, a valiant 
jouster, an accomplished knight. I saw thee 
pass under my miradors, beautiful and gal- 
lant, leading thy generous and brave Abencer- 
rajes; and since then thou wert ever before 
me, and I gazed upon thee only as a brother 
who is loved with the sweet love of purity ! 
Thy romances, sung with the harmony of thy 
guitar under my windows, awakened my spirit 
to the truth, and I shuddered. I desired to 
see thee nearer in order that thou shouldst 
discover some defect in me which would dis- 
enchant thee. I brought thee here to cure 
thee of thy love by contempt, and thou hast 
attempted to conquer me, Aben-Hamet. I 
love the memory of my mother, whose hea- 
venly face I see in my dreams. I love thee, 
yet I love my honour far more. Go, depart ! If 
thou dost love me truly, Aben-Hamet, leave me 
at once in proof of thy honour as a knight ! " 
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The Sultana said no more ; the Abencerraje 
gazed sadly upon her for one moment, then 
silently gathered some white roses, wove them 
into a chaplet, approached Zoraida, and placed 
it at her feet. 

" Keep this gift, my Sultana," he said — 
" keep it ; and if perchance some day thou 
findest the tomb of Aben-Hamet, place this 
chaplet upon it, in testimony that thou hast 
forgiven me." 

At that moment, a face, horribly distorted 
by fury and rage, peered through the thicket 
of roses which surrounded the cypress. 

It was the King, Abu- Abd- Allah. Behind 
him, concealed by the bushes, were four misn. 

The King leaped like a panther from his 
ambush among the rose-bushes on to the spot 
which the Sultana had just left. His sword 
was drawn, and his countenance was fearful 
to behold. 

The four men leaped after him and re- 
strained him. These four men were Mahomet- 
Zegri, Hamet-Zegri, Mahandon-Gomel, "and 
Mahandin, all four deadly enemies of Aben- 
Hamet. 

"Stay, Sire," said Hamet-Zegri; "if thou 
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wishest to take vengeance^ it Ib expedient that 
all the Abencerrajes should perish^ for they 
are one and all traitors." 

'• Yes, by Allah ! " cried the King ; " go to- 
morrow with my executioner to the Chamber 
of Lions." (See Note XIII.) 

Saying this, he left them, and vanished in 
the garden, took a back pathway, and entered 
anew the retreat of the Zambra. His counte- 
nance was placid and serene, and with radiant 
looks spoke words of love to the ladies as he 
passed them, and affably smiled upon the 
Abencerrajes. 

Before the feast was ended, Aben-Hamet 
and his tribe received a command from the 
King inviting them to a ball on the following 
day in the Chamber of Lions. 






Since the night when Zoraida listened to 
the words of love of Aben-Hamet through the 
thickets, that ancient tree of Abul-Walid has 
been known under the appellation of the 
Cypress of the Sultana. 



THE CHAMBER OF LIOKS. 

The sun had Boarcely risen behind the heights 
of Geb-el-SoIair, on the day following the 
night when Zoraida and Aben-Hamet had 
probed to its terrible immensity the wild love 
which burned in their souls, when, under the 
star-Bpangled dome of the Chamber of Lions, 
reclined the King, Abo-Abd-Allah, upon a 
purple divan at the end of one of its alcoves. 

The Chamber was solitary; its entrance 
door and the opposite alcove to that in which 
sat the King were covered with red hangings. 

The fonntain which stood in the centre of 
the room did not play its limpid cascades; and 
the sun, which was slowly penetrating through 
the double transparencies of the cupola, filled 



92 ALLAH-AKBAB. 

its walls with a weird light, casting the alcoves 
into the shade* 

A deep silence reigned/ interrupted solely 
by the tread of the slaves who guarded the 
Chamber itself, the gallery of the Hail of 
Lions, or the hard grating of a lance as it 
struck the marble pavement. 

Abu- Abd- Allah, with a pale, threatening ex- 
pression of countenance, appeared impatiently 
measuring time, as though its slowness was 
torturing his soul. 

He was robed in the black garments em- 
blematic of his rank ; he wore his unfortunate 
sword of war; and among the folds of the scarf 
which wound his head could be seen the kingly 
crown, each one of its points indicating a city 
or town which had been conquered and won 
from the Christians. His eyes, which shone 
with a mingled expression of most refined 
cruelty and the deepest hatred, were alter- 
nately fixed upon the entrance door of the 
Chamber and upon the hangings which con- 
cealed the alcoves fronting them. 

At length some steps were heard in the 
gallery, the hangings of the splendid entrance 
arch were raised, and a young man, beautiful 
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and elegant, entered. He advanced to the 
alkatifas which were spread at the foot of the 
King's divan, and 'prostrated himself before 
Abu-Abd-Allah. 

He was superbly robed ; his calm counte- 
nance was shaded by an expression of sad- 
ness. 

"May Allah guard thee, powerful Lord!*' 
he said. " What may the Eoyal Lion require 
of his vassal?" 

Abu-Abd-Allah slowly rose from his divan, 
and cautiously crossed the chamber ; then he 
gently raised the curtain which concealed the 
alcove, peered in, and smiled in a cruel 
manner. He then proceeded to the door of 
the Chamber, and looked into the gallery. 
One uniform long line of ferocious African 
slaves occupied the length of the gallery, and 
were standing like statues leaning upon their 
long lances. 

He then felt under his robes for his strong 
coat of mail, returned to his seat upon the 
divan, and drew himself upon it like a leopard, 
which draws back the better to be enabled to 
spring upon its prey. 

Aben-Hamet, who was both clear-sighted 
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and brave, suspected that some danger sur- 
rounded him ; yet not a muscle of his face 
moved, and he remained prostrated before the 
divan, the King meanwhile fixing upon him 
a searching look. 

But slowly and gradually that look began 
to lose its dark expression, like the sun dissi- 
pates the thick mists of the tempest. 

His fair countenance, pale and beautiful, at 
length regained that peculiar expression of 
indolence and languid smile habitual to Abu- 
Abd- Allah ; his eyebrows, which had been pre- 
viously contracted, returned to their normal 
state of tranquillity, and his eyes looked upon 
Aben-Hamet in profound peacefulness. 

" Eise, valiant leader," said the King. " A 
dark deed of treachery assailed thy tribe 
yesterday, and it is but just that I should 
offer a pledge of satisfaction to such accom- 
plished knights. Bise, Aben-Hamet, and 
come, sit near me." 

The Abencerraje obeyed ; he, ever noble 
and loyal, believed the King's words to be 
sincere, and in his soul felt an enthusiastic 
fire rising within him. 

The demeanour of Abu-Abd-Allah was un- 
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usually affable ; he took up the sword of the 
Abencerraje and felt its weight and tried its 
temper ; then, in the most natural manner, 
he drew the dagger from his waistband and 
placed it in his own. 

Aben-Hamet was completely disarmed. 

There was but one thing else left undone. 

The King praised his valour, he covered 
him with flattering words, and at length 
threw his arms around the shoulders of the 
Abencerraje. He felt neither coat of mail 
nor cuirasse ; silk and brocaded robes were the 
only covering of Aben-Hamet. 

The time was passing. The King kept up 
the conversation by reminding him of the beau- 
tiful women who had attended the Zambra 
of Generalife — the jewels, the devices of the 
lovers. 

He feared to commence the deed of treachery 
into which he had dragged Aben-Hamet. 

At length his cheeks paled, his soul, writh- 
ing under the veil of deception, gave to his 
eyes a look of hatred, and his tongue, unable 
any longer to control itself, commenced to 
speak incoherent words in a trembling manner 
to the Abencerraje. 



96 ALLAH-AEBAB. 

"Thou art an African," he said: "thou 
must often have passed whole nights in the 
starlight, and consulted thy wise men : thou 
must have many times listened to the old 
men of thy tribe as they recounted terrible 
histories during the long winter nights : yet 
thine ears will never have heard one so ter- 
rible as the tale which thou shalt hear from 
the lips of thy King." 

Aben-Hamet shuddered under an incom- 
prehensible presentiment. 

" It is a history which is sad for one in- 
dividual, but beautiful for two : it is the tale 
of a befooled King, of an unfaithful Sultana, 
and of a vassal — a beautiful history indeed, 
by Allah!" 

Aben-Hamet mastered his feelings, although 
he began to see the horrible reality. 

The King continued : — 

"Yes! by the seven sleepers! listen. 
Within a powerful, strong city lived a King 
whom every one called weak and cowardly ; 
and every one mocked him . . . behind his 
back, because he bore the fame of carrying 
his vengeance even to the bounds of cruelty. 
And this King, alone, pursued by his destiny, 
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abandoned by his own vassals^ suspicious of 
his slaves, at last found the royal dwelling 
sad and solitary. Now, thou must bear in 
mind that never before had powerful Sultan 
or respected Emir seen gathered together so 
much gold, and so many rare marbles, so 
many treasures, nor so much grandeur as was 
enclosed in that Alcazar, which had been 
inherited from his grandsires by that miser- 
able, weak King, as his vassals styled him. 
And as the King possessed a heart, a wretched 
heart, puffed with human passions, he one 
day said,' after searching his heart, 'I will 
seek in my kingdom and in distant lands for 
a Princess, who will be a beautiful woman, 
loving, with brilliant eyes, and a pure fore- 
head, yet whose brow will not pale under the 
brilliancy of the crown, and then I will no 
longer be alone and forsaken.' He sought 
and he found. And in truth he found her 
within his own tribe, in his own family, and 
almost in his own Alcazar. And she, who 
was chosen to be Sultana, blushingly listened 
to the venerable Wazir who, in the King's 
name, besought her for that high destiny, and 
she accepted the post. All things became 

8 
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changed : it seemed as though that betrothal 
of the King i^ith the Princess had been a 
magic evocation, for ladies and knights awoke 
from their inanition— the ones put on their 
yeUs, whilst the others laid aside their equip- 
ments of warfare, and bull-fights and running 
at tilts took place — games of skill and Zambras 
. . . verily magnificent feasts ! And every- 
thing seemed to smile upon the Eing. And 
many moons passed, and the Sultana bore 
him sons. But a fatal day arrived in which 
a Wali of a tribe, a young man of royal 
blood, beautiful and elegant, gifted and brave 
even as thou art, came from distant lands 
cavalcading and leading his company of 
lancers in order to serve that King who was 
engaged in warfare with a powerful enemy. 
And the Wali saw the Sultana; and more 
than that, he loved her ; and even more than 
that still, he was loved in return by her — by 
that vile woman who stained the honour of 
her spouse." 

The voice of Abu- Abd- Allah became mourn- 
ful, sinister, and significant. 

Aben-Hamet was listening with a pale 
countenance, full of terror for Zoraida. 
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The King overcame the tremulousness of 
his voice and continued : — 

**But one night. ... it was the night of 
a feast, four loyal vassals of that King dis- 
covered in the darkest spot of a garden, in one 
of his Alcazares, the Sultana in the arms of 
the Wali.'' 

" Thou liest ! " cried Aben-Hamet, rising 
energetically. "The Sultana is pure and the 
infamous calumny of her cowardly accusers 
cries for vengeance ! " 

"Oh! didst thou know that Sultana?" said 
Abu-Abd-Allah, through whose eyes shot a 
dart of hatred and vengeance. ..." But stay, 
listen; the best part of my history still re- 
mains to be told. The King also saw what 
the others had seen, he saw the faces of the 
guilty ones by the moonlight, and he could 
have destroyed them there and then, but that 
small quantity of blood would not have satis- 
fied him ; he needed to see it shed in torrents, 
because that King was cruel, very cruel, in 
his vengeance." 

And the eyes of Abu-Abd-Allah dilated like 
those of a wolf which is clutching its prey. 

Aben-Hamet saw blood in the look of the 
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King, and, overcome by his terror, attempted 
to dash out of the chamber; but on lifting the 
tapestries he saw behind the door a triple line 
of Africans and Almoravides. 

He turned back again, and, forgetting that 
the chamber had no other exit, fled to the 
alhamie, or alcove, concealed by the curtain. 
But five men issued from it; four of them 
were the Zegries and Gomeres who had 
accused him, and the fifth was a ferocious 
Nubian stripped to the waist, his forehead 
encircled by a red fillet, and armed with a 
wide curved cutlass. 

Aben-Hamet involuntarily closed his eyes 
under an impulse of horror. That man who 
stood before him was the public executioner. 

Abu-Abd-Allah grasped the Abencerraje by 
his garments and dragged him close to himself; 
his eyes were flashing fire, his cheeks were 
pale, his lips livid and convulsive, his voice 
hoarse, and his speech was like the howl of a 
tiger. 

" Thou knowest my history," he said, " but 
thou dost not yet know their names. Oh ! I 
will tell thee ! but, slave, prostrate thyself 
before thy master ! " 
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And he cast him at his feet. 

Aben-Hamet, dominated by his destiny, 
terrified by that fatality which was placing 
upon his mad love the hand of death, re- 
mained stricken and well-nigh senseless on the 
floor before Abu- Abd- Allah. 

" Oh ! " said the King, " by Allah ! but ven- 
geance is an inspiriting pleasure ! By Allah ! 
when one has the power to break in pieces an 
enemy, one can well scorn the device of * un- 
fortunate.' I am the Sultan of Andalusia! 
I am the outraged spouse, and thou. . . . thou 
art the low slave who dares to spit in thy 
master's face, and who is going to die with thy 
accomplice — ^with the beautiful Zoraida, with 
the wanton Sultana of my legend ! " 

" She ?" exclaimed Aben-Hamet, suddenly 
rising with an energy which made the King 
recoil. " She also ? oh no ! It is thou, miser- 
able King, who art going to die; yes, thou 
calumniator of women, thou vile renegade 
who sellest thy country — thou art going to 
die. ... of fear, by Allah ! " 

And he leaped on the King and endeavoured 
to recover his sword. 

Abu- Abd- Allah gave a cry of surprise when 
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he felt himself grasped hy the A.bencerraje ; 
but at that moment the four witnesses of the 
scene threw themselves upon him, whilst the 
executioner, seeing that the moment had ar- 
rived for exercising his office, unsheathed his 
cutlass with horrible celerity. 

Aben-Hamet felt the cold steel pierce his 
breast and he fell on the floor. The exe- 
cutioner advanced, fixed his eyes upon the 
King, and awaited like a hunting dog the voice 
of his master. 

" His head! " cried the King, livid with rage. 
• Aben-Hamet raised himself on his arm ; he 
attempted to leap to his feet and assault those 
who were harassing him, but his strength 
failed him, his countenance became white, and 
he fell again on the floor. He made another 
attempt, and, looking contemptuously upon 
the King, cried — 

''Assassin! mayst thou be cursed by Al- 
lah ! " 

In another moment his head rolled upon 
the marble pavement: the executioner had 
dyed the wide cutlass in the blood of the 
brave. 

What had been written was being fulfilled : 
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the cowardly Gyrfalcon had destroyed the 
generous Falcon of Africa. 

And then Abu-Abd-Allah became as it were 
frozen with terror before that livid head, 
which but a few minutes before had looked so 
beautiful upon the shoulders of the Abencer- 
raje, and dark doubts troubled his spirit, and 
remorse commenced to gnaw at his heart. 

A dense mist passed before his soul ; his 
limbs became drawn and contracted; the 
smell of blood irritated him; and he fell 
into one of his terrible accessions of in- 
sanity. 

"Let them all perish! '* he said, in a low, 
husky voice ; " let them all perish ! Per- 
chance, am I not the Sultan of Andalusia ? 
Kill all the traitors — kill every one that 
passes that door; let their blood flow the 
length of the channels, and dye red the 
waters of my pools and lakes ! *' 

The Zegries and the Gomeres were con- 
templating the King's fit of madness with 
supreme delight. 

**But, Sire," said Mahandon, "if thou 
dost not conceal the lancers who line the 
gallery, not a single Abencerraje will enter, 
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because it is not the custom in Zambras to 
employ warriors. Therefore command that 
they be hidden, and allow only thirty of us 
and the executioner to remain here, which 
will suffice to make an end of them." 

And so it was done. 

Then a venerable old man, a Eadi of the 
Court and of the tribe of Abencerrajes, by 
name Abu-Al-Hakem, raised the curtain of 
the chamber, advanced to prostrate himself 
before the King; but his feeble feet slipped 
as he walked upon the blood of the Wali 
Aben-Hamet, and he fell upon the floor. 

The Abencerraje rose no more : death had 
taken him away. 

And in a similar manner, one by one, were 
thirty-six sacrificed to the fary of the King 
and the treachery of the Zegries; and in- 
deed their whole tribe would have been ex- 
terminated in this way, had not the crime 
* itself, which seemingly appeared concealed in 
that Chamber of Lions, been by its terrible 
track revealed outside. 

The Wali Ebn-Alabez was at that moment 
entering the Alcazar robed in festive attire. 
He was approaching, wrapped in thought and 
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an undefined misgiving, and proceeded to cross 
the patio of the Arrayanes ; but, on traversing 
the gallery which leads to the Hall of Lions, 
his eyes became fixed with horror upon a 
stream which furrowed the pavement. 

A rill of black blood was trickling across 
it, dyeing the white marble ; and that crimson 
ribbon of death emanated from the Chamber 
of Lions. 

The Abencerraje shuddered with horror, 
and irresolutely lingered, listening ; but only 
some smothered wailing broke the silence. 

Suddenly, like to the gazelle which scents 
the dogs which are following her trail, Ebn- 
Alabez turned back, and unsheathed his sword. 
He then dashed through the gallery*, notwith- 
standing the guards which lined the way; 
striking and wounding right and left, pass- 
ing them all in fierce desperation, like the 
wild boar which finds itself stopped in a 
pathway, gained access to the door, and in a 
frenzied manner sped into the Plaza Nueva. 

He, however, did not attain to perform 
this great act of bravery and valour but 
after a great outcry and noise. The clank- 
ing of weapons, the imprecations and oaths, 
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had reached the King's ears, and pene- 
trated even into the far distant chamber 
of the Sultana, who, believing that the Al- 
hambra had been besieged by one of those 
mutinies which were constantly breaking out 
and dismembering Granada, tremblingly left 
her apartment, and proceeded to the Hall of 
Lions, at the same moment as the King and 
the Zegries reached the Hall of Arrayanes. 

Wheresoever Abu -Abd- Allah walked he left 
behind crimson footprints ; there was no Zegri 
but whose alquicel bore upon it some terrible 
mark of the assassination. 

" My King, what is this ? " exclaimed 
Zoraida. **Art thou wounded? or has the 
hour of the ending cf Granada arrived? 
Oh, behold ! what means this blood which is 
flowing in the channels ? " 

And she rushed towards the Chamber of 
Lions, and on lifting the curtain a cry of 
horror escaped her lips, a piercing, ringing 
shriek, produced by the horrifying spectacle 
which presented itself to her view. 

The fountain in the Chamber overflowed 
with blood; a circle of severed heads sur- 
rounded the fountain; and the floor was 
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strewed with lifeless corpses, the colour of 
whose torn garments revealed them to have 
been Abencerrajes. 

The head of Aben-Hamet had been hung, 
from refinement of cruelty, on the golden 
chain suspended from the dome which sus- 
tained the porphyry lamp: the lamp itself 
had been broken into fragments, and lay 
about the floor of the pavement. 

The eyes of the Sultana were fixed for one 
moment upon that miserable trophy; her 
heart seemed as though it would burst within 
her, and the tears started to her eyes; her 
lowering, threatening brow became pale, and 
with a yelling cry she sprang like a lioness 
upon Abu-Abd-AUah. 

*'Come, wretch!" she said, grasping him 
with the strength of despair; *'come and 
gaze upon thy work! come and feast thine 
eyes ! An act worthy indeed of thee and of 
the Zegries ! The wolf is joined to wolves ! 
. . . . Well! .... I had thought I was 
the spouse of a King and a Knight; but in 
his place I see only an executioner and a 
coward ! " 

Abu-Abd-AUah gazed threateningly upon 
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the Sultana, his lips compressed in a bitter, 
convulsive, horrifying smile. 

'' Aha ! *' he said, bursting into an hysteri- 
cal laugh, '' this is indeed a grand day. All 
the traitors at once — ^and thou also. Sultana ! 
Oh, I am all-powerful ! I am the Sultan of 
Andalusia ; thou also Sultana. By the seven 
heavens of Allah, this sight is not more 
beautiful than the sod of Generalife ! Thou 
art going to die, Sultana, because thou hast 
cast a stain of infamy upon the face of thy 
spouse and master ! " 

Zoraida cast a look of deep contempt upon 
the King, and upon the Zegries who crowded 
behind him : her severe brow was proudly 
elevated, magnificent in her indignation, as 
in a calm voice she said to the Zegries — 

" Knights ! is there one among ye who will 
dare to say, or even think, that the Sultana of 
Granada has blemished her name, spotless 
as the sun ? " 

For a moment, tihe Zegries, overcome by the 
haughty bearing of Zoraida, remained silent : 
the King looked impatiently upon the four 
traitors who had been the cause of the assas- 
sination of the Abencerrajes. 
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That look decided them. 

"I," said Mahandin, advancing forward, 
'' in the name of these three knights (pointing 
to Mahandon, Mahomet, and Hamet-Zegri), 
accuse thee. Sultana, before God and men, of 
wantonness, treachery, and complicity with 
Aben-Hamet against the King, thy spouse 
and our master." 

These words were uttered in the midst of a 
solemn silence in presence of the Zegries, the 
Gomeres, and the knights and slaves of the 
King's guards, who had gathered around him 
when the uproar of the combat caused by the 
Abencerraje Ebn-Alabez had reached their 
ears. 

The Sultana, taken by surprise by that im- 
pudent accusation, became livid with wrath, 
her limbs trembled, in her veins burned the 
fiery blood of her race, and in a hoarse, 
terrible voice cried out — 

" Thou liest, villain and wicked Knight, and 
those who are with thee ! And I, Zoraida, 
niece and spouse of Kings, appeal to the 
judgment of God by proof of duel, and I call 
thee infamous calumniators ; and for want of 
a gauntlet, do thou, Mahandin, receive upon 
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thy face of a coward and of assassin the 
slipper of the Sultana ! " 

And before she could be restrained, the fair 
hand of Zoraida dashed one of her tiny 
morocco slippers across the face of Mahandin. 

Such an outrage as this was more than 
could be borne by people trained to fierce pas- 
sions, aborigines of Africa, who were ferocious 
as the lions of their country. 

The thirty swords of the Zegries glistened 
as they, one and all, drew them from their 
sheaths; but the King interposed, the slaves 
of the guards advanced, and the genius of 
death hovered upon the Alcazar, greedy for 
more victims. 

But at that moment a mob of almogawars, 
preceded by the Emir Muza, entered the 
Hall of Lions with drawn weapons in their 
hands, and their foreheads covered with 
sweat. 

" Sire, fly ! " cried Muza. *' The people and 
the tribes who are friendly to the Abencerrajes 
have forced the doors of the Alhambra, and 
are rapidly approaching the Alcazar • • • 
Listen • . • ! 

An outcry and roar of piercing voices 



THE CHAMBBR OF LIONS. Ill 

mingled with musket shots reached the 
King's ears. 

The four accusers turned pale, drew their 
swords, grasped the King Abu- Abd- Allah, and 
escaped with him through a postern of the 
Hall of Justice, at the very moment that the 
rebels broke down the doors of the Alcazar. 

Muza took up the senseless form of the 
Sultana, who had fainted away, and rushed 
with her to the door of the Tower of the 
Almenas.* 

The Abencerrajes and friendly tribes, fol- 
lowed by an immense mob, which had become 
irritated by the assassination of Aben-Hamet 
and his knights, besieged the Hall and 
Chamber of Lions. 

Not a single Zegrinor aGoniero was spared 
his life of those that, unable to escape, had 
remained in the Alcazar. 

Their infamous treachery was revenged, 
even to satiety ; and when the rebels could 
find no more to kill, they destroyed the divans 
and alkatifas, they broke the lamps and per- 
fume pans, and then forsook the Alcazar. 
The Abencerrajes took their wives, their 

* Now called de lo8 Ficoi. 
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children, their jewels and ornaments, and left 
in companies ; some proceeded to the camp 
of the Catholic Kings, and others, faithful to 
their oreed and rank as Knights, passed over 
to Africa; from whence, seven centuries pre- 
viously, their grandsires had come to conquer 
the West. 

They took with them the remains of the 
unfortunate Aben-Hamet, whom they buried 
under the shade of a palm-tree in his own 
land. 

4: :{: 4c ^ 

Since that terrible day the Chamber of 
Lions has been called the Chamber of the 
Abencerrajes, in memory of the assassina- 
tion ; and even to this very day, the traveller 
is shown the stains of blood of those valiant 
knights upon the white marble of its spacious 
fountain. 
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A HOON had passed since the day when the 
Alcazar of the Alhambra had been stained 
with the blood of the Abencerrajes. 

It was a dark night. 

The camp of Santa F6 was slumbering 
ander that dark shadow, confiding in the 
vigilance of the watch-guards and scouts. 

The yeomen, equipped for warfare, were 
guarding the royal tents, and beyond all 
was silence and solitude. 

Suddenly and unexpectedly stealthy steps 
and the tramping of horses were heard in a 
path of the camp, and four shadows leading 
their horses by the bridle were seen approach- 
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ing the street in the direction of the gate 
which fronts Granada. 

When they reached the gate, a voice was 
heard in the silence — 

*'Who goes there?" 

^' Tell the ensign of the guards to approach/' 
replied one of the four shadows. 

The hangings over the entrance of a tent 
which was close by were raised, a gleam of 
light shot from the interior, and a man 
advanced. 

" Who goes there ? " was repeated. 

"The Captain of the Donceles," he an- 
swered, approaching the one who had put the 
question. 

" May God guard thee. Captain ! what dost 
thou wish ? " 

"To go on the plains with these three 
knights, Don Alonso de Aguilar, Don Manuel 
Ponce de Leon, and Don Juan Chacon." 

For a moment the man hesitated, like one 
who has been asked to do a difficult thing. 

"Dost thou know," he at length said, 
"that I cannot consent to what thou askest ?" 

" We know it ; and for that reason do wo 
ask thee." 
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'' But their Highness ?" . . . 

" Their Highness will not know that we 
have gone out either by this door or by the 
other, they will only know that we have 
entered ; therefore tell the watch-guard to let 
us pass." 

** Some evil may befall ye, because the 
Moors are prowling around the camp." 

"But dost thou know, Ensign, that we 
have engaged in a contest with the Captains 
Hernan Perez del Pulgar and Gonzalo Fer- 
nandez de Cordova as to who will perform a 
deed of greater valour, and, by God, we shall 
not lose the honour but with our lives ! " 

" Knights, ye may go, and may God assist 
ye," replied the Ensign. He approached the 
guard, and ordered him to let them pass ; and 
the four Christian Captains went forth into 
the field, mounted their steeds, and departed. 

The night was nearly passed, a narrow 
band of white light was bathing the summit 
of the Vela, and the wind was rising, impreg- 
nated with aromatic perfumes. Darkness 
was fast disappearing, and the light of day 
was commencing to render visible, like enor- 
mous mountains of mist, the hills, at the 
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base of which stand the Alhambra and the 
Albaicin. 

The four Christian Ejiights spurred their 
chargers and took the first road which met 
their yiew, like adventnrers who engage upon 
a game of hazard, and to whom all roads are 
alike. 

And proceeding in this wise, they came in 
view of Granada before day-dawn. They 
stopped and pondered upon what they should 
do, because up to that moment they had met 
nothing in the way of adventure. 

But luck, the protector of madmen and 
adventurers, threw in their way such an 
adventure, that when it reached its culmin- 
ating point they judged themselves well 
satisfied — ^indeed, as well pleased as those who 
had obtained what they had thought impos- 
sible. 

And this was, that whUst they were ponder- 
ing upon how they should carry out their 
challenge, they perceived coming towards 
them, on the road from Granada, by the faint 
light of the rising day-dawn, a white form, 
large in size, yet light as a bundle of feathers 
which is carried by the wind. 
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To see it, to sit firmly in the stirrups, and 
run to meet it, was the work of a moment. 
The white form stopped, and the soft, sweet 
voice of a woman, who was either in pain or 
sorrow, was heard issuing from it. 

** If ye are knights," the voice said, ^' shelter 
me, for it is due to knights to favour the 
unprotected, and I am a woman who comes 
from Granada to enter the Christian camp." 

"Art thou a woman, and alone, at this 
hour ? " said the Senor of Cartagena, Don 
Juan Chacon. " In some great difficulty must 
thou indeed find thyself, since thou art thus 
unprotected." 

** I would gladly wish that the danger and 
sorrow were mine alone," replied the lady, 
** for then thou shouldst not behold me so 
bereft of protection: but, whereas thou art 
a knight, as thy gentleness indicates, and 
thou art also a Christian, as thy speech in 
broken Arabic reveals, I pray thee conduct me 
to where I can speak with Don Juan Chacon, 
the Lord of Cartagena." 

The day was fast breaking, and by its light 
the Christian Knights saw that she was a 
Moorish woman, youthful and beautiful. She 
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was robed in white garments and rode a pony. 
She appeared pale and trembling from find- 
ing herself seemingly surrounded by enemies. 

''If thou seekest Juan Chacon, beautiful 
damsel/' replied the knight whom she had 
addressed, and who, in fact, was Juan Chacon 
himself, "thou mayst speak what thou 
wiliest, because my friends and I are united 
in bonds of great frienjiship." 

" It will be well for us to retire from the 
road,*' she replied, guiding her pony across 
the level road, and entering a thicket which 
was close at hand. 

The four knights followed her in perfect 
marvel at the encounter, and when they 
reached a thickly-entangled spot, where they 
could be well concealed, the Moorish woman 
drew from her bosom a letter wrapped in a 
silken cloth, and said to the knights, '' I am 
called Zaruyemal,* and I am a lady of the 
household of the powerful Sultana of Granada, 
whom destiny pursues even to the very point 
of asking protection from her enemies." 

She paused, and the curiosity of the Chris- 
tians increased. 

* From Zahml — Flower of Beauty. 
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" It was written," she continued, *' that 
Granada should come to shame and mis- 
fortune ; and in order that this should be 
accomplished, the Most High God permitted 
that some faithless knights, liars, and 
traitors should enter the city, and envy and 
treachery should be fostered by them. Thou 
wilt already have guessed, noble knights, 
that I refer to the Zegries, that ferocious 
race of the desert which cannot agree with 
the generosity and good breeding of the 
inhabitants of Granada. They are seditious 
and rebels, and promoters of mutinies and 
acts of injustice, and they have caused the 
greatest crime to be committed which has 
ever been witnessed in past ages, or will ever 
be seen in the future." 

Zaruyemal then recounted the fierce hatred 
the Zegries bore the Abencerrajes, and their 
treachery at the jousting — the accusation 
against the Sultana, and the beheading of the 
Abencerrajes. Also that the Sultana was a 
prisoner in the Tower of Comares, in the 
Alhambra, expecting her deliverance by plac- 
ing her honour upon the judgment of God by 
proof of duel, and that the term allowed her 
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for defence terminated with the very day 
which was then commencing. 

''If thou art a knight/' she continued, 
'^ and thou dost see that a lady places her 
honour in great peril by going into an 
enemy's camp, do me the great favour of 
delivering this letter into the hands of him to 
whom it is addressed ; and may God judge 
thee, brave knight, as justly as thou shalt 
acquit thyself in an undertaking wherein the 
life and honour of a Sultana are at stake." 

Don Juan Chacon took the letter and 
severed the silken threads which bore the 
golden seal, and unfolded the missive. 

"What art thou doing. Christian?" ex- 
claimed the Moorish woman in tones of 
reproof. 

''If this letter is addressed to Don Juan 
Chacon, lady, permit Don Juan ChotCon, who 
stands before thee, to kiss thy hand in token 
of the favour and honour which such a lady 
as the Sultana of Granada deigns to offer 
him." 

Then he took the beautiful hand of Zaruye- 
mal and kissed it, and proceeded to read the 
note. 
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'* The Sultana Zoraida salutes thee, Don 
Juan Chacon^ Lord of Cartagena, and prays 
for prosperity for thee. Thy transcendent 
bravery shines around thee far and wide, like 

[ the rays of the sun which shine upon distant 

hemispheres. The unprotected know thee, 
and the unfortunate bless thee, because thou 
hast ever been a generous protector. Chris- 
tian Knight, protect me, and may Allah mul- 
tiply and ennoble thy descendants above the 
lustre of thy race, and may He close thine eyes 
in 'peace after a long life of blessedness, good 
deeds, and splendour. My honour has been 
assailed by the vile tongues of four traitors, 
and I am on the point of having my fair 
name vindicated by proof of duel, confiding in 
Allah, in thee, and in my innocence. And 
thou wilt come, for I await thee. A captive 

I Christian woman who is in my service has told 

me how great thou art, and how much thou canst 
perform ; how thou art the pride and honour 
of the army of the powerful King whom thou 
servest. Oh ! they have dashed the blood of 
my love at my face, and they have broken 
my heart, because I loved a man. Christian, 
and he has been assassinated on my account ; 
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but I loved him "with a pure, noble love, 
exempt from all blemish. Christian, come ! 
come with three more of thy friends, who being 
thy friends must needs be brave. Come, and 
revenge the blood of Aben-Hamet ! Come, and 
wash my dishonour ! The lady who will de- 
liver this letter to thee will conduct thee to 
the place where thou wilt find weapons and 
garments, with which to conceal and dis- 
guise thy rank and nationality. Come, oh 
come. Christian Knight, for I confide in 
thee ! " 

Don Juan trembled with joy and proceeded 
to read the letter to the three knights. 

"Well, if we are seeking adventures," he 
said, "what better can we find than this 
one ? Where shall we distinguish ourselves 
more brilUantly than by defending a Sultana 
who is in danger from such fierce enemies as - 
the Zegries? Knights! mount your steeds, 
and let us follow this lady, who will con- 
duct us to the place where we can change 
our weapons and our accoutrements." 

But the prudent Don Alonso de Aguilar 
shook his head, and remained standing whilst 
the others mounted their chargers. 
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"How is this?'* he said to the Moorish 
woman, giving her a deep, penetrating look ; 
*^ how is this, that Granada, which boasts of 
possessing so many brave knights, yet has 
none to come forward and fling the gauntlet 
down at the accusers of the Sultana ? *' 

"Christian!" proudly replied Zaruyemal, 
" thou must bear in mind that a lady is the 
bearer of this message, and that a Moor would 
give thee no other answer but a blow from his 
lance, nor would employ any language but the 
one of the sword. If it pleases thee, come ; 
if thou fearest treachery, remain here; for 
there will not be wanting knights to under- 
take gladly what thou despisest." 

Don Alonso was silenced. He assisted the 
Moorish woman to mount her pony, then 
mounted his own steed ; and after a brief con- 
versation concerning the road they were to 
take, they proceeded to cross the plain which 
lay before them, leaving Granada on the left, 
and, guided by Zaruyemal, went towards the 
green hills covered with olive-trees which sur- 
round Geb-el-Solair. 

For two hours they journeyed, and after 
skirting the olive plantations they came to a 
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small Alcazar, situated close to a small laurel 
grove in the snbnrbs of a village which fronts 
Granada, and which is known as the Azabia. 
(See Note XIV.) 

From this spot a superb view was presented 
to the sight. Besplendent Alijares with lofty 
domes ; the Alhambra with her red turrets, 
her Alcazar with slated roof reflecting back 
the sun's rays, and surrounded by strong 
boundary walls. On its left were cypresses 
and the craggy hill of Al-bahul (see Note XV.), 
covered with fig-trees from Tunis, above which 
towered the cedars of Palestine, and the palm- 
trees of Africa. The brow of the hill was dotted 
with bright white houses, amongst which were 
seen fresh, verdant, luxuriant gardens. The 
plain, which lay at the foot of Granada, was 
furrowed by rivers and canals, and resembled 
a carpet of many colours bordered with silver, 
placed at the feet of some beautiful lady. 
Beyond this were the far distant hills lost in a 
fantastic cloud of mist, behind which was seen 
the radiant blue horizon. 

This new and marvellous spectacle fasci- 
nated the knights, and made them sigh for 
the day when the standard of their Kings 
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should wave on the sammit of that splendid 
castle, which, like a vigilant watchman, was 
guarding this perfect garden of delights. 

Zaruyemal dismounted, and knelt down at 
a postern of the entrenchment behind the 
Alcazar. The door was then opened. 

The Christians dismounted and passed 
through that door; a Nubian slave took 
charge of the horses and pony, and followed 
the knights. 

The door was closed upon them. 

The four knights found themselves in a 
garden carpeted with flowers and surrounded 
by myrtles. 

At the further end rose a magnificent arcade 
sustained by slender Alabaster columns, va- 
riegated with blue, red, and gold. 

In the high wall behind the arcade was a 
large door, through which Zaruyemal passed 
followed by the four knights. 

They ascended a flight of stairs, then tra- 
versed a gallery and entered a richly-paved 
chamber, which seemed to have been con- 
structed as a dwelling for the genius of love. 

The atmosphere, the tranquillity, the light, 
the perfumes, the furniture, even the very 
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shapes of the retreats themselves sustained 
by groups of columns, their bases worked in 
fantastic colours, its high dome almost lost 
in the obscurity, the marble fountain, from 
which issued clear jets of water, moved gently 
by the breeze which made the tapestries 
wave, and became saturated in the perfumes — 
everything was voluptuous, all things invited 
to love. 

"To whom does this Alcazar belong?" 
asked the Captain of the Donceles, of Zaruye- 
mal. 

"To the Emir of the King, Muza Ebn- 
Abil-Gazan," replied the beauty; "and the 
armoury and robes which thou shalt presently 
see belong also to him." 

And she conducted them across another 
gallery, then opened an iron door and passed 
into the Hall of Armoury. 

The four knights uttered an exclamation of 
surprise, for not even in the Alcazar of their 
Kings had they ever seen so rich an arsenal. 

Four slaves fastened on the equipments 
which they selected ; beautiful female slaves 
adjusted and robed them in richly-brocaded 
tunics ; their tresses were concealed under 
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white scarves, which thoy fastened round their 
heads in the African fashion. 

The day was already advanced; the knights 
were ready armed and well disguised to pass 
for African Walis. They descended again 
into the garden, and on passing the entrench- 
ment' they found ready for them four horses 
of the purest Arab breed covered with war 
trappings. They mounted these, and having 
had strong lances supplied them, they bade 
the Moorish damsel farewell, and rode away> 
making the detour of the mountain in order 
to enter Granada by the road of Guadix. 

And it was full time they should do so, for the 
sun had already reached half its course, and 
the open palisade in the plaza of £ib-Bambla 
was occupied by an immense concourse of 
people. At one end stood the tent of the 
champions, or challengers, in the accusation 
against Zoraida: and at the other end was 
raised a black scaffold, upon which the hapless 
Sultana was seen surrounded by the ladies of 
her household. 

Four lances had been struck in the ground in 
front of the tent of the challengers, and from 
these lances pended four burnished shields. 
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The shield-bearers were pacing to and fro 
before them; on the left was the box destined 
for the judges of the contest — the' Emir Muza 
Ebn-Abil-Gazan, the Wisir Ebn-Comija, and 
the Katif Adql-Kerim. 

Further on was a rack of war lances, and 
some horses covered with armour. 

All things revealed the gravity of the deed 
which was about to take place in that course, 
which but a short time before had been 
decked in festive trappings, and now trans- 
formed into a Etage for proof by duel. 

Zoraida, as she sat robed in white on the 
black divan upon the scaffold appeared tran- 
quil, notwithstanding that under that mournful 
stage bundles of faggots were laid which were 
to be enkindled to consume her, should the 
Zegries by force of arms prove the truth of 
their accusation. 

The crowds, ever disposed for all kinds of 
spectacles, had from the early dawn filled the 
galleries, and numbers of ladies and knights, 
although in mourning garb, were already 
there, as though they had come to witness a 
tournament. 

The King had carried his cruelty to its 
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greatest height by appearing robed in gala 
dress. 

And the crowd murmured against the King, 
yet there was not a single person present who 
did not deeply sympathise with the Sultana, 
and curse the Zegries. 

At sunrise, a herald of the accusers, pre* 
ceded by trumpeters and escorted by lancers, 
cried out the accusation against the Sultana 
with the call of the trumpet, then threw down 
the gauntlet on the ground, and challenged 
those present to deny the accusation. 

Behind the box or balcony occupied by the 
judges and Muza were some knights who 
became agitated, and attempted to answer the 
challenge; but the Emir restrained them, and 
they did not come forward. 

No one replied to the accusation, and the 
time was fast speeding away. 

The impatient crowds commenced to mur- 
mur. 

The sun arose slowly upon the horizon, 
until it marked the hour of the prayer of 
Adohar.* 

The herald again left the tent of the 

* Midday. 
10 



180 ALLAH-AEBAB. 

Zegries, and^ in the same form of words as 
befc^e^ renewed ,the accusation and the chal- 
lenge ; yet no one came forward to answer it. 

The time was passing; the sun was fast 
setting : should no champion appear in de- 
fence of the Sultana^ she must needs die the 
death by fire^ as an unfaithful spouse and an 
enemy to the King. * 

The hitherto calm countenance of Zoraida 
became pale, more through indignation than 
terror : she thought her letter had been con- 
temptuously treated by the Christian knights, 
and her pride as Sultana was roused. 

And perchance it was a diverse thought 
which crossed her mind, and wrenched the 
tear that fell from her beautiful eyes. 

Might it not very probably have occurred 
that her champions had been met by superior 
forces on the plains, and death have prevented 
them from coming to the spot where her 
honour and oppressed innocence had called 
them? 

The spirit of the Sultana became saddened : 
time was flying ; and at length the sun bathed 
the gable ends on the side of the plaza which 
fronts the West with a narrow band of red light. 
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And a little later and even that last ray 
disappeared, and the sun sank behind the 
horizon. 

It was the hour of the prayer of Almagreb.* 

Then again did the herald, preceded by 
trumpeters, advance to the centre of the en- 
closure : but at the very moment when the 
clarions were about to resound, a great out- 
cry and noise was heard coming from the 
side of the door of Zacatin, and the governor 
who guarded that door gave notice by sound 
of trumpet of the arrival of the champions. 

The people became excited ; a low, hoarse 
murmur arose ; the shield-bearers hastened to 
the tents of the accusers with their horses ; 
the judges ascended into their box ; the King 
sat upon his throne ; and the paleness of the 
Sultana and of her ladies became lessened. 

The door of Zacatin was opened, and four 
horsemen, seemingly from Barbary, judging 
from their weapons and the breed of the horses 
they rode, entered the plaza. One of these 
dismounted, advanced to the scaffold, and 
knelt before the Sultana. 

Then in broken Arabic he said, " Powerful 

* The Setting Son. 
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lady, I and these three with me are brother 
knightB from Barbary, who have been cast by 
the sea npon the shores of the Kingdom of 
Granada. And as we proceeded on our way 
to see the city which is so celebrated, and 
which is crowned by such a brilliant name, 
we became informed by a villager of the deep 
affliction in which thou art placed, and we 
have come to offer our lances, and lay at thy 
feet all we possess in proof of thy innocence." 

The knight said no more: the Sultana 
gazed upon him in silence. But a Christian 
slave who was near her, and who had not 
taken off her eyes from the warrior, ap- 
proached and whispered in her ear— 

" My lady, accept his oifer, because he who 
is kneeling at thy feet is no other than Juan 
Chacon, the Lord of Cartagena, to whom, on 
my advice, thou didst write the letter." 

The Sultana smiled sadly, and cast a grate- 
ful look upon the Christian Captain, who still 
remained kneeling before her, and in a deeply- 
moved voice she cried — 

" God reward thee and thy brothe!r knights 
for the favour thou dost oflfer me. I accept 
thee as my champions. I confide in thee and 
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in Allah, that my innocence, which has • been 
so treacherously assaUed by the Zegries, will 
be vindicated and once more shine forth." 

Don Juan Chacon kissed the hand of the 
Sultana, descended from the scaffold, mounted 
his steed, and attentively waited fox the third 
call of the accusation and the challenge. 

The trumpets sounded throughout space, 
and for a third time the herald published the 
accusation. 

'' Herald I thou liest like a coward and a 
villain ! " cried Don Juan Chacon, in a voice 
so clear and ringing that it was echoed by the 
four angles of the plaza. " Thou liest, and 
also whosoever sent thee, whosoever main- 
tains the accusation, and whosoever at hear- 
ing it remains silent. And in proof and sign 
of duel to death without pardon or term, thou 
shalt see what I and my brother knights will 
do." 

The four knights advanced to the door of 
the tent, where the four shields were suspended 
on the lances of the challengers, and with 
their sharp spears they pierced the leathern 
shields. 

A vibrating metallic noise was heard and 
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the shields fell to the ground. The knight 
defenders took the field, and retired to take 
their places on the opposite side of the enclo- 
sure, their hacks turned to the Sultana. 

Hamet-Zegri, Mahandin, Mahandon-Gomel, 
and Mahomet-Zegri at the same time took 
the pierced shields from the hands of their 
shield-bearers, mounted their steeds, and 
advanced to place themselves face to face 
with the four disguised Gastillians. 

Mahomet-Zegri directed himself towards 
the leader of the Donceles, Don Diego de 
Cordova; Hamet-Zegri towards Don Manuel 
Ponce deLeon; Mahandon-Gomel with Don 
Alonso de Aguilar; and Mahandin with the 
Lord of Cartagena. 

The judges descended into the arena, and 
demanded an oath from the knights that they 
should combat like brave and loyal ones, 
without the aid of witchcrafts or amulets. 
Then they marked the ground, and Muza, in a 
loud voice, said, "We grant thee a closed 
contest and hand-to-hand battle ; go and do 
thy duty." 

The Afiafiles and the drums gave the signal, 
the King threw his golden staff upon the 
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arena, and the combatants attacked one 
another, raising a cloud of dust within the 
palisade. 

The encounter clashed and resounded in 
a rough, powerful manner throughout the 
arena; the crowds, anxiously looking on, 
waited for the cloud of dust to be dispersed. 

All the knights were on their saddles ; their 
lances had glanced and slided against their, 
burnished shields. 

They took anew the field, they met with 
equal impetus, the lance of the leader of the 
Donceles struck and threw off the saddle the 
fierce Mahomet- Zegri, and the three knights 
who had not yet been struck down returned 
to the encounter. 

Mahomet meantime had arisen, and, beside 
himself with rage, advanced furiously to ham- 
string the horse of Don Diego Fernandez de 
Cordova. But he was fighting an experienced 
enemy, and he found him on foot close to 
him, brandishing aloft his sword, and ere he 
could protect himself with the shield, the 
headgear and half the casque of the Zegri had 
fallen to the ground before a terrible slash 
from the Christian. 
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The Moor was faring the worst. Don Diego 
was pursuing and driving him forward, level- 
ling blows upon his armour of Fez with all 
the destructive power of the sharp hail of a 
tempest upon the lofty domes ; whilst Ma- 
homet retroceded, leaving behind pieces of his 
broken armour and shreds of his purple 
robes. The valiant leader of the Donceles 
pursued him ; he drove him until he placed 
him between his sword and that part of the 
entrenchment which formed the side of the 
support of the scaffold^ whereupon sat the 
Sultana. 

The Moor yelled like a tiger which is 
wounded by a lion : it was frightful to see his 
countenance, and to behold the furious cuts 
which his sword inflicted upon the damas- 
cened shield which covered the Gastillian. 

And the combat continued; blood flowed 
from both knight and champion; Zoraida, 
pale and terrified, gazed anxiously upon the 
countenance of Don Diego. That suppliant 
look of the Sultana gave renewed strength to 
the brave champion. 

Such resistance irritated him, and he threw 
away from him his shield^ and with both 
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hands raised his sword aloft^ brandished it in 
a circle over his head, exclaiming, *' Saint 
James and CastiUef" and let it fall upon 
the head of the Moor with the force of an 
oak-tree which is hurled down by the hurri- 
cane. 

In the midst of the uproar of the contest, 
which, further back on the arena, was being 
kept up by the other knights on horseback, 
no one but Mahomet heard the war-cry of the 
leader of the Donceles. 

The Moor fell to the ground as though he 
had been struck by a flash of lightning, ex- 
claiming, in a terror-stricken voice — 

" Treachery ! They are Castillians ! " 

And his tongue became stiffened, his eyes 
rolled in their sockets, and the paleness of 
death overspread and changed his counte- 
nance. 

The generous leader of the Donceles sa- 
luted the Sultana, recovered his shield, re- 
mounted his steed, and retired on one side to 
watch the issue of the contest, which con- 
tinued raging between the other six knights. 

Those who were nearest to victory were 
Pon Juan Chacon and Mahandin. 
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They had both split their lances ; both had 
cut down the casque of the enemy, and were 
fighting with bare heads, and their shields, 
perforated by their strong, sharp weapons, 
barely sufficed for defence. 

The horses crossed and re-crossed each 
other ; each blow was a wound, each hit a 
warning of death. 

The eyes of the Moor were suffused with 
blood, like the hysBna which scents a corpse ; 
the Lord of Cartagena was fascmating him 
with his bummg look. 

The time was passing ; the light was fast 
lessening, and the night was spreading its 
veil of darkness upon the horizon. 

It was necessary to make an ending of the 
contest; yet the combat up to that moment 
was equal on both sides. 

Don Juan Chacon clenched his teeth ; his 
sword broke against his adversary's shield, 
which fell to the ground, leaving his arm un- 
defended. And, without giving him time to 
recover his shield, but quick, like a dart of 
lightning, the Lord of Cartagena took from 
his saddle an armed club, whirled it over his 
head, and sent it hissing through the air. 
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striking the bare head of Mahandin, who fell 
from his horse, fearfully wounded. 

The Moor did not move again. Don Juan 
Chacon had performed his duty, and retired 
to take his position by the entrenchment with 
the leader of the Donceles. 

The crowd, overcome by the horror of the 
scene, was dumbstruck. Nought else broke 
that funereal silence but the wailing and 
shrieks of the spouses, the mothers, and 
sisters of the two dead Zegries. 

The judges compelled the women to leave 
the plaza, in order that their cries should not 
discourage the knights who were still in close 
comb)B.t ; and all that was then heard was the 
fearful sound of the contest. 

Don Manuel Ponce de Leon and Don 
Alonso de Aguilar were fired with a noble 
envy when they beheld their friends con- 
querors, and with renewed zest they proceeded 
to attack the Moors. 

Ponce de Leon and Hamet-Zegri had taken 
fresh lances, and, as in a tournament, were 
jousting in and out the lists with great gal- 
lantry and warmth. 

It seemed that, although some considerable 
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time had elapsed since they commenced the 
contest, they had not touched their equip- 
ments, notwithstanding that their shields 
crunched, and the horses fell back, unable to 
withstand the force of their powerful strokes. 

Hamet, enraged at the duration of the 
combat, and furious at the terrible death of 
his relation Mahandin, firmly planted his 
horse to receive Ponce de Leon, who was 
coming at full speed to encounter him, drew 
back his body, put out his arm, and threw 
the lance, which whizzed through the air, 
hissing like an arrow shot from a crossbow. 

It would have fared badly with the Chris- 
tian to be speared at full speed ; but wrath 
made the Moor lose his aim and presence of 
mind, and therefore his lance only glanced 
against the shield of the Christian, who 
spurred his horse to attack Hamet-Zegri in 
his coat of mail. 

The Moor comprehended how terrible and 
inevitable would be that blow, so he reared 
his horse, raising it on its hind legs, in order 
to cover himself with the animal. 

The lance of Don Manuel pierced the 
breast of the charger under the trappings of 
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mail, and the animal fell on its back, catch- 
ing its rider under its ponderous weight as it 
rolled over. 

. The Christian Enight awaited for him to 
rise; but Hamet-Zegri remained on the 
ground close to his dead horse. The iron 
caparison had fallen upon him, crushing his 
breast, and a stream of blood flowed from 
his mouth. 

Don Manuel Ponce de Leon then proceeded 
to join his friends. 

Then the entire attention became rivetted 
upon Don Alonso de Aguilar and Mahandon. 

The Moor, dismayed at the death of his 
companions, fought with the strength of des- 
peration. Swift, agile, vigorous, and strong, 
he gyrated like a whirlwind around the Chris- 
tian. Don Alonso would turn and meet, and 
they poured blows upon each other; then 
would separate, and renew the encounter. 

It seemed as though lost hopes were in- 
spiriting strength and activity into the Moor. 

He broke his sword, and took up his battle- 
axe; he dashed it at his adversary, but it 
rebounded against the shield. He then un- 
sheathed his poniard, set spurs to his horse. 
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and as he passed close to the charger of Don 
Alonso he let go the reins, opened his arms, 
and with incredible agility fastened them 
around his neck, and attempted to throw him 
off his horse. Bat Don Alonso sat firmly in 
his stirrups, threw away his sword and 'shield, 
wrenched him from his saddle, and, grasping 
him with a vigorous arm, steeped his dagger 
three times in his neck, catching the bend of 
his armour. 

The Moor threw up his arms, and fell at 
the foot of the horse of Don Alonso. 

He rose no more : he was dead. 

The crowds, which up to that moment had 
been silent, uttered a tremendous cry of joy, 
thus manifesting how odious the Zegries were 
to them. 

The trumpets sounded, and Muza with the 
judges descended from their box. 

The people, in expectation of what Muza 
should say, became silent ; and, in the midst 
of a perfect lull, he cried in a loud voice, 
pointing to the four dead knights — 

" Behold the justice of the Most High, Who 
is the only Lord and the Merciful ! The Sul- 
tana is innocent ! " 
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Then came a troop of Nubians armed with 
lances^ and between them a black dressed in 
red carrying a wide cutlass on his shoulder. 
s This man was the public executioner. 

The four vanquished knights were be- 
headed; and, as became calumniators and 
assassins, their heads were nailed to the door 
of the Castle of Bib-Bambla. 

Meanwhile the King had quickly descended 
from the royal box, and was advancing to 
embrace the Sultana, who, from excess of joy, 
had swooned away in the arms of her ladies. 

But when she felt the approach of the 
King she recovered from her faint, and turned 
to him with a look of horror and repulsion. 

'* Eetire, assassin ! " she cried. " From this 
day forth thou in the Alhambra and I in the 
Albaicin." 

And she rushed towards Muza, who was 
then coming to declare her free and innocent, 
and left the plaza in her palanquin, escorted 
by the judges and her champions. 

* * * :^i 

The following day, when the knights, after 
regaining their horses and equipments which 
they had exchanged in the Azvhia, were in 
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their tents on the camp of Santa Fe, secretly 
healing their wounds, a shield-bearer of the 
Emir Mnza Ebn-Abil - Gazan delivered to 
them, in the name of the Sultana Zoraida, as 
a present, some magnificent jewels, and the 
horses and equipments which they had used 
when they fought in defence of her innocence. 
Meanwhile, one of the most noble knights 
of Granada advanced, under the flag of peace, 
and delivered into the hands of the Catholic 
Kings a parchment deed, rolled and fastened 
with silken threads, from which pended the 
golden seal of the Sultana. In this deed she 
related to their Catholic Majesties the great 
exploit which the four knights had performed. 
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CrBEAT agitation prevailed in the camp of the 
Catholic Kings, and from every mouth was 
beard the astounding r relation of the noble 
deed performed by the Lord of Cartagena, 
Don Juan Chacon, and three knights, his 
friends and companions in fame, in which 
the Christian weapons had, in that renowned 
combat, achieved a double triumph — that of 
defending oppressed innocence, and causing 
four of the most powerful Knights of Granada 
to fall upon the blood-stained dust of the 
arena. 

They were regarded with profound respect, 
in which no little envy was mingled, by their 
own company, and by noble emulation on the 
part of the rest. 
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The inquisitive ones would" multiply ques- 
tions ; others would exaggerate the deed, 
notwithstanding its greatness ; and it was 
verily a proud day for the royal Castillian 
guards. 

Yet amongst the crowd which was sway- 
ing to and fro, and gathering around the 
tents of their majesties in order to behold 
those fortunate knights, as though they had 
never seen them before, was a man of some 
forty years of age, of grave demeanour, and 
of athletic form. His brow was muscular and 
his look steady, and he walked to and fro 
wrapped in deep thought before the door of 
a tent which was not far distant from the one 
occupied by the Catholic Kings. 

His thick eyebrows would become con- 
tracted and frowning, as though following 
the impressions of his musings, and at times 
a smile of pride would pass across his coun- 
tenance and as quickly disappear, betraying 
that some pleasant thought had flashed across 
his spirit. 

And whilst this man walked and pondered, 
his left hand resting upon the hilt of his 
sword, the hangings of a neighbouring tent 
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were raised and a large man — ^nay, almost a 
giant — tissued from it. 

He was elegant, and covered with jewels, 
and fancifully dressed as though he were a 
young man, though he appeared, judging 
from his countenance, to be past forty years 
of age. He advanced towards the other, who, 
on hearing footsteps near him, raised his head 
and recognised him, and went quickly to meet 
him. 

** God guard our good Heman Perez del 
Pulgar!" said the one who had issued from 
the tent, as he grasped the hand of the one 
who was walking. 

" Good luck to the Senor Gonzalo Fernan- 
dez de Cordova ! " replied the other. 

The two captains looked at each other after 
this salutation like men who are occupied by 
the same thoughts, and remained silent for 
some time. 

** We live in days of fame," said Pulgar to 
Gonzalo. '^ The Gastillian name will stand 
a marked one in Bib-Bambla by the Lord of 
Cartagena, yet there still remains room for 
our names also." 

'' Don Juan Chacon was always valiant and 
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fearless," replied he of Cordova ; " and the 
Ponces of Leon, the Aguilares, and the Cor- 
dovas maintain the fame of their lineages, 
since they are the bravest amongst the best 
lances of Castille. And by God, Heman, but 
we shall need great .. good luok in order to 
win our challenge, if we are to leave a mark 
of our exploits upon an equal height with 
theirs." 

» 

" But I vow to God and upon my soul," 
exclaimed Heman Perez in a fiery manner, 
" that I shall either erase from my coat-of- 
arms the device of my lineage, or the act 
which I shall perform will be such that it 
will leave its impress of astonishment upon 
present and future generations." 

"£Z Pulgar, quehrar, y no doblar,"* smil- 
ingly observed Gonzalo Fernandez. " Oh ! I 
rejoice to see thee determined upon an under- 
taking. To thee appertains the next exploit, 
and then to me. Let us do our utmost, 
Heman, and then God will assist us." 

At that moment a gallant little page ad- 
vanced to these two knights as they were 
conversing, and delivered a frame, or board, 

* The ancient motto of the Polgares. 



HEBNAN PEBEZ DEL PULGAB. 149 

enveloped in a cloth, to Folp^ar, from the 
King's artist. 

The page retired. 

Heman Perez del Pulgar removed the 
wrapping, and presented to the eyes of Gon- 
zalo de Cordova a folded parchment, upon 
which, on blue ground, was written in golden 
letters the words Ave Maria. 

The valiant captain looked, with an expres- 
sion of mystery upon his countenance, at 
Gonzalo de Cordova, and said to him, his 
eyes meanwhile sparkling with enthusiasm, 
'' I shall place this escutcheon where no one 
has yet even dreamed of. . • . Oh yes! I 
shall add another golden quarter to the blazon 
of the Fulgares, or, Fernando, I shall die in 
the attempt. But, meantime, do me the 
favour of keeping this affair a profound 
secret." 

" Thou wilt ever be * he of the exploits ' 
(el de las hazaHas), Heman," gallantly replied 
he of Cordova, stretching out his hand to 
Pulgar. 

" And thou wilt be known in future ages 
by the appellation of 'the Great Captain,'" 
replied Heman. 
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Then they entered the tent; and, as the 
shades of night were fast falling, they lighted 
a torch, and Pulgar sent for fifteen of his 
shield-bearers. 

And these came and sat down, respectfully 
uncovering their heads in presence of their 
captain. 

And the names of these brave men history 
has jealously preserved written upon its pageg. 

They were— Geronimd de Aguilera, Fran- 
cisco de Bedmar, Diego de Jaen, Alvaro de 
Penalver, Diego Gimenez, Pedro de Pulgar,* 
Adalides, Montesino de Avila, Eamiro de 
Guzman, Cristobal de Castro, Tristan de 
Montemayor, Diego de Baena, Alfonso de Al- 
meria, Luis de Quero, and Bodrigo Velasquez. 

When the men were all seated, Pulgar ad- 
dressed them in a solemn voice. 

" I am well aware. Hidalgos, of your loyalty 
and your bravery, of which you have given 
me ample proofs; and I, on my part, confide 
to you a great project, which, if carried to the 
end, will place our names upon the temple of 
fame.*' 

* A Moor taken captive by Pulgar, and wlio, on 
being baptised, took the name of his master. 
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The shield-bearers looked at their captain, 
manifesting upon their countenances the im- 
patience they felt to become acquainted with 
the deed which they were called upon to per- 
form, and the brave leader del Salar con- 
tinued : — 

" Yesterday four knights of the King's 
guards, whom ye .all know, performed a great 
exploit, as great as that of vanquishing Moors 
within their own walls, in presence of the 
people and the King of Granada ; and I, if 
never the last in danger, though not the fore- 
most in glory, also desire to enter that city 
which is so strongly and persistently de- 
fended." 

The Hidalgos uttered an involuntary cry, 
and doubted whether they had rightly com- 
prehended what their captain had proposed ; 
but Pulgar continued speaking in the same 
calm manner, as though he had not noticed 
their gesture. 

" I intend, with God's help, to enter Gra- 
nada at day-dawn ; but as it would wound my 
very soul were any of the infidels to interpose 
themselves in my path and defeat my inten- 
tion, I would wish you to come with me, not 
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as a recompense for the esteem in which you 
are held by me, nor as a command, but hold- 
ing it as a great favour should y6u accede to 
my request." 

Francisco de Bedmar arose, and the other 
fourteen with him. 

'* Wheresoever thou mayest go, captain, we 
also shall follow ; and if any fear have we, it 
is no other than the fear of losing such a 
noble and valiant leader." 

Pulgar gazed upon him from head to foot. 

" Thou, Bedmar," he said, " didst scale the 
walls of Alhama, and I have also seen thee 
take free port in the Castle of Salar, and fight 
in Velez, and in Baeza, upon the very plains. 
And now that thou art at my side, why dost 
thou place so little confidence in God, and 
dost already reckon me with the dead ? "* 

"We. should ill comply with our duty, 
and what we owe to thee, Heman," observed 
another of the Hidalgos, " were we not to coun- 
sel thee when thou art attempting to run to 
certain perdition." 

** It is not advice I ask of thee," said Her- 
nan Perez, in a solemn tone; "what I ask 

* Chronicles of Hernan Perez del Pulgar. 
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is simply that thou accompany me as far only 
as the doors of Granada." 

The Hidalgos were silent. 

** The night has already set in," said Pul- 
gar ; " go and equip yourselves — God will de- 
liver us ; and if we are penned in, what does 
it matter ? We have already learned in the 
Zenete the way to clear a path for ourselves." 

After saying this he shook hands with Bed- 
mar and the rest of the shield-bearers, and 
politely bade them farewell at the door of the 
tent. He informed them where on the plains 
they were to rejoin him, and then retired to 
the further end of his tent, where one of his 
servitors equipped him. 

He took the placard with the Ave Maria, 
and a wax taper, then mounted his horse, left 
the camp, and proceeded to tlie place of ren- 
dezvous. 

The night was obscured by dense mists, 
and Pulgar, taking advantage of the dark- 
ness, remained on the borders of the road, 
awaiting impatiently the Hidalgos, who came 
cautiously one by one, and quickly gathered 
around him. 

" Now, cavaliers," the captain said, when 
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they gathered around him, calling each by 
name, "what is now requisite is diligence 
and silence. We have to cross the plains 
and reach the river ; we have a long journey 
before us, and not much time remains before 
the day dawns." 

His valiant and accomplished company 
ranged themselves behind Pulgar, and started 
on the march. 

Nothing was heard but the tramping of the 
horses and the crunching of their bits, and in 
silence and single file they reached almost to 
the enemy's ramparts, at the point where the 
Darro joins the Genii. 

" Now, my friends," said Pulgar, " go and 
collect from those thickets some branches; 
and mind they be dry, that so they may 
take fire quickly." 

" Dost thou mean to set fire to Granada ? " 
asked Aguilera. 

** Yes," replied Pulgar; " and I confide in 
God that we shall return back to our camp 
illumined by the light from the flames which 
shall devour its rich bazaars and celebrated 
Alcazares." 

The Hidalgos listened in mute astonish- 
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ment ; but, knowing the tenacity of purpose 
which characterised Pulgar, they silently 
obeyed, loaded their horses with branches, 
and followed him across the water, breasting 
the current of the river Darro. 

Favoured by the roar of the current, and 
the deep obscurity of the night, they passed 
the Castle of Bib-Ataubin without having 
been either heard or perceived by the Moorish 
watch-guards, and succeeded in reaching the 
last bridge, where they clustered around 
Pulgar, the water reaching up to the girth 
of their horses. 

"Wait for me here," said Pulgar; ** and 
thou, Pedro, who knowest better than we do 
the city in which thou wert bom, load thy 
horse with these branches, and follow me." 

On hearing these words the Hidalgos be- 
came excited, and a great altercation followed, 
because each one insisted upon following their 
captain ; and, indeed, to such a height did the 
dispute rise, that Pulgar was compelled to 
consent that some of them should accompany 
him. 

After another hot dispute as to which should 
be the chosen ones, the leader del Salar, 
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guided by Pedro, and accompanied by Bed- 
mar and fom: others, went into the channel 
of the river, the water reaching up to their 
knees, and entered the city, following in 
the dark the length of the strand of the 
Curtidores until they reached a magnificent 
building. (See Note XV.) 

One by one they scaled the low wall which 
bounded the river, followed a very narrow 
lane, barely sufficient as a channel for a 
drain (see Note XYI.), and entered a small 
plaza, where two exceedingly high buildings 
fronted each other. 

The one was the Arab University,* the 
Emporium of Science, the Sanctuary of 
Learning, which had produced the Sages of 
Seville and Cordova, and all those who, 
driven by Castillian arms, had taken refuge 
in that last spot in the West, wherein the 
teaching of Ismail flourished; the other 
building was the Mosque of Granada,t with its 
gold filagree doors, its rich arched windows of 
marble, and its worked gable ends ; although 
at that moment none of these magnificent 

* Now the Chapter-house, 
f Now the Temple del Sagrario. 
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portions could be descried iH the darkness of 
the night. 

" Have we abready come to the Mosque ? *' 
asked the leader del Salar of his captive Pedro 
del Pulgar. 

" Yes, captain," he replied. " Listen to 
the wind as it moans through the highest 
minarets of the Mosque. This wall which 
shelters us is that of the University, and the 
pile which rises in its shade is the house of 
the great Faki." 

The impatience of Pulgar increased; he 
asked Pedro for the materials for striking 
fire, and lit the taper he had brought with 
him. He then approached the door of the 
Mosque and knelt down; his shield-bearer 
did the same; he took from his breast the 
tablet of the Ave Maria, and fastened it by 
the silken threads which hung from it to the 
pommel of his poniard, then with a powerful 
blow struck the dagger into the network of the 
door. 

" Be thou witnesses that I take possession 
of this Mosque," he said to the five shield- 
bearers, who were thunderstruck by the ex- 
ploit of Pulgar, " in the name of the Kings 
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of Castille^ consecrating it from this moment 
to the Queen of Heaven, whose name I leave 
in the power of the infidels until such time, 
whenever that may be, when it shall be ran- 
somed.'* * 

And he rose from his knees, and his men 
with him. Pulgar then demanded of Pedro, 
" Where is the Al-Kaisseria ? " 

Pedro pointed to a narrow lane, which 
communicated with the Zacatin, and said, 
" Along that road." 

" Light the way and guide us, for, by the 
name of Pulgar which I bear, I will set fire to 
Granada this very night." , 

But on turning round the comer of the 
Zacatin they heard the tramping of many 
feet, and saw advancing towards them the 
Moors, who with lighted torches were picket- 
ing around and guarding that valuable spot. 

To see them, and run to meet them, 
sword in hand, was the work of a moment. 
The Moors yelled, and that part of the city 
became completely roused up ; and then Pul- 
gar, fearing that they would rise up in arms, 
cried out to his men, '' Eetum by the same 

* Chronicles of Hernan Perez del Pulgar. 
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road! Follow me with fearless hearts and 
ready swords ! " 

And he dashed through the midst of that 
troop of Moors, leaped the low wall by the 
strand of the Curtidores, then descended to 
the bridge, where the rest of his company 
were waiting for him in fearful anxiety on 
account of the uproar which had reached 
them from the city, remounted their steeds, 
and started at full gallop, taking the road 
which led to the camp, which they reached 
before day-dawn, and ere their absence had 

been perceived. 

* * ^ * 

Their Catholic Majesties conferred upon 
Heman Perez del Pulgar the right of 
quartering his coat -of- arms with the Ace 
Maria, and also granted him the privilege of 
being buried in the very spot where he had 
so bravely brought his great exploit to a bril- 
liant termination. (See Note XVII.) 

The fifteen Hidalgos who had accompanied 
him in his arduous undertaking, received, 
after the conquest of Granada, gifts of land 
in recompense for their meritorious services. 
(See Note XVIII.) 
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VIII. 



THE TRIUMPH OF THE AYE MARIA. 



The sun had scarcely dissipated the mist of 
the previous night, and its rays, still weak* 
were barely lighting up Santa Fe, when a 
confused noise of hasty steps, clanking of 
weapons, and voices of people, who in all 
haste were ascending the . stairs which led to 
the ramparts, was heard on the side which 
fronts Granada. 

Their Catholic Majesties, the Prince Don 
Juan, his sisters the Infantas Dona Juana and 
and Dona Isabel of Portugal, Fray Hernando 
de Talavera, Pulgar, Cordova, Tendilla, 
Aguilar, and a number of noble knights, sur- 
rounded by lancers, were looking with frown- 
ing countenances towards the field where a 
Moor, accompanied by ten Almoravid trum- 
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peters and horsemen^ and riding a powerful 
black horse caparisoned with a coat of mail^ 
was standing before them. 

His lance bore upon its pointed blade the 
tablet of the Ave Marian which Fulgar had so 
bravely aflSxed the previous night upon the 
filagree door of the Mosque. 

He was the Arrayaz Abd-Allah-Ebn-Tarfe, 
one of the most experienced and fiercest of 
the leaders of Granada, who, yelling with 
yrath, had wrenched that tablet from the 
door of the Mosque, and, without losing 
more time than sufficed to equip himself and 
mount his charger, had dashed off in pursuit 
of Pulgar and his fifteen shield-bearers. 

The eyes of the valiant Moor were flashing 
fire, his red over-garment seemed to be de- 
manding blood, and his pale cheeks bore evi- 
dent proofs of the fierce anger which agitated 
his spirit. 

The harsh sound of the trumpet had sum- 
moned to the ramparts the Princes and the 
Christian warriors, who marvelled that an 
infidel should dare to present himself within 
a throw of the lance from their tents. 

And Tarfe was looking at them like a wild 

12 



162 ALLAH-AEBAB. 

bull which has been goaded by the multitudes, 
and his wrath became each moment more 
convulsive, as he flaunted the tablet of the 
Ave Maria, brandishing his double-bladed 
lance from which it hung until it crunched 
in the air. 

But when he saw the ramparts covered by 
the Christian warriors, he passed a dark, 
critical look at each one, as he recognised the 
captains, whose faces he had seen in the dust 
of the battle-field, and when he judged he had 
found worthy competitors, he made a sign to 
the trumpeter. 

Three times did the sound of the trumpet 
break the silence, and was echoed in the 
neighbouring Geb-el-Beira, and repeated in 
the distance by the mountains. 

That signal for attention was responded to 
in a similar manner by the trumpeters of the 
royal guards. 

Their Catholic Majesties, the Princes, the 
Commanders, and the soldiers, Castillo itself 
in fact, and Aragon, all stood listening. 

Tarfe rose upon his stirrups, he looked 
wildly upon the ramparts, and his powerful 
voice was heard throughout space. 
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" Treacherous dogs !" he cried. *' Ye, who 
enter into our city like the owl under the 
cover of the night darkness, to leave in it the 
name of thine idols : I am Tarfe I I have 
wrenched from the doors of the Mosque the 
name of Maria, and now will drag it before 
thee in the dust of thy tents ! Gome forth, 
thieving dogs ! Come forth one by one, two 
and two, hundreds by hundreds ! Come forth 
— Tarfe awaits ye! My lance doth well 
know ye, villains ! and my sword yet bears on 
its edge the marks of your blood." 

The Moor said no more. He listened for a 
reply; but not a voice was raised, not a 
movement visible among the Christians, who 
seemed, one and all, to have been turned into 
statues. 

Tarfe became irritated. He spurred his 
charger, and advanced to half the distance 
between him and the wall, and then with 
redoubled fury cried out — 

"If the affronts which ye have heard are 
not sufficient to bring ye out on the fidd, 
look, Castillians, and see where I shall place 
the name of Maria ; and if any soldier or 
knight, Infante or King, takes umbrage, let 
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him meet me on the plains, where I shall 
await for him until the hour when the sun 
sets behind the mountains of Loja." 

Having said this, he took the tablet of the 
Ave Maria, and fastened it to the ribbon 
which tied up the tail of his horse, then 
turned round and slowly left the camp, 
followed by his own men. 

He proceeded to the thicket where Zaruye- 
mal had delivered to Don Juan Chacon the 
letter of the Sultana, dismounted, dismissed 
the Almoravides and trumpeter, and threw 
himself on the sod in the shade, laid his lance 
by his side, along with the sword-belt and his 
shield. 

Meanwhile, in silence, the forms of Kings 
and Infantes, of ladies and knights, disap- 
peared behind the towers of Santa Fe. 

Not a single word was heard among that 
troop of brave ones : the challenge had been 
put forward with over-much insolence for 
them to converse, or indeed to be divided in 
opinion upon it : the countenances of all were 
full of furious indignation : every heart was 
on fire ; and each one of those swords rested 
impatiently in its sheath. 
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But what was wanting in speech was ex- 
celled by activity ; from the turrets they pro- 
ceeded to the tents, and the garments of peace 
which they wore were quickly becoming ex- 
changed for equipments and harness of war. 

Among those experienced warriors who 
were hardened by the fatigues of war, a 
youth, beautiful as a woman, his look stern 
and fiery like that of a lion, was seen cross- 
ing at a rapid pace the whole length of the 
camp, and entered a solitary tent. 

** Quick, Nuno ! '* he said to an aged soldier 
who was waiting impatiently at the door, 
** give me my equipments — my lance and my 
horse ; quick, because the captains of th'e 
camp are arming themselves, and it will not 
be long ere a hundred good swords will be 
drawn, and permission asked to be the one to 
rescue the holy Ave Maria from the hands of 
that infidel dog." 

And truly such was the case. Scarcely had 
Don Fernando and Dona Isabel entered their 
tents, visibly affected by the challenge of the 
Moor, than a crowd of captains, knights, 
ensigns, and corporals of the King*s Guards 
rushed in to demand, in one voice, permission 
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to measure their lances with that of the 
Moor, 

Each one alleged his right with many fair 
reasons, and as they were all peers in bravery 
and merits, their Catholic Majesties assembled 
them, and held a council in order to elect a 
champion to terminate this important under- 
taking. 

Whilst all this was taking place the hand- 
some youth had encased himself in a coat of 
mail of the finest temper, taken up a shield 
of Fez, which had been won by his ances- 
tors from the Moors on that very Vega of 
Granada. Then he mounted a fiery Cordovan 
colt, armed himself with an ash-tree lance 
of ponderous weight and great length, and 
dashed at full speed through the nearest gate, 
surprising the guards ; started the round of 
the camp, and sped across the plain with the 
fleetness of a war-horse. 

Quickly, very quickly indeed, did he dis- 
appear in a cloud of dust, notwithstanding the 
cries of the guards, and reached the thicket 
where Tarfe was awaiting. 

The young man drew down his vizor, drove 
his horse through the dense foliage, and came 
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upon the opening in the wood, where, with all 
the unconcern of the brave, Tarfe was slum- 
bering, lying on the soft sod at the foot of 
his horse. 

The heart of the youth beat with redoubled 
impatience, and he cast a look of wrath upon 
the Moor, 

" Rise !" he cried, drawing the mailed head 
of the horse close to him ; "rise, boaster, rise ! '* 

Tarfe awoke on hearing the ringing words 
of the Castillian, He slowly arose, stood up- 
right, and gave his adversary a lengthened 
and penetrating look. 

" Who art thou ? " he asked, contemp- 
tuously, " knight without device or badge. 
Perchance, are there no valiant captains in 
thy camps to come and measure swords with 
me, the leader of a hundred combats ? " 

"I, as an inexperienced knight," replied 
the young man, ** have come for thy head to 
take it as my badge ; and I, as a Christian, 
have come to pluck out thy heart and take 
the device and tablet which thou hast dared 
to fasten to the tail of thy horse, and upon 
which is written the name of her whose 
throne is above the angels." 
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"Go, Christian," said Tarfe, disdainfully. 
" I shall not measure my weapons with one 
who comes with maiden sword and hides his 
countenance." 

The youth raised his vizor angrily, and 
showed the Moor his young and beautiful 
face. 

Tarfe looked with amazement upon the 
young man, and the expression of contempt 
disappeared from his countenance, whilst a 
smile played around his lips. 

"Young man, thou art brave," he said, 
" and great fame wilt thou acquire in the 
world, unless some traitorous lance cuts short 
the span of thy youthful life. But go ; I am 
not an assassin, nor do I fight with children. 
Go and tell that terrible Gonzalo de Cordova 
that Tarfe awaits him, sleeping." 

And he was proceeding to recline once more 
upon the turf, when the youth drew down his 
vizor, raised the butt end of his lance, and 
struck it wrathfuUy across the Moor's shoul- 
ders. 

Tarfe leapt up like a wounded panther, 
buckled on his shield, examined his sword, 
mounted his horse, and took the field, with 
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his lance lowered against the Christian, cry- 
ing out, in a voice hoarse with fury — 

** By Eblis,* thou villain, thou shalt pay with 
thy blood for this mean and cowardly outrage ! " 

And he proceeded to attack the youth, who 
was also coming towards him. 

The air rang with the noise of the en- 
counter. 

The lance of Tarfe was split into a thousand 
splinters against the Gastillian's shield, yet 
the youth did not move from his saddle, 
whilst his spear had entered the joining of the 
cuirasse and coat of mail of the Moor, and 
slightly wounded him, although it fell broken 
to pieces as though it had been a cane. 

Tarfe roared out with wrath, and his wide 
curved scimitar of Barbary flashed like a ray 
as he drew it from its sheath. 

The Christian drew his sword, took the 
field anew, and once more they attacked 
each other with redoubled fury and activity. 

The blades fell upon the hard steel of their 
armour; the tufts of plumes, their orna- 
ments, the over-garments were the spoils of 
the encounter, and they were commencing to 

* The Arabic name for Satan. 
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wrench corselets and greaves, whilst blood 
flowed from more than one wound. 

Tarfe was roaring like a famished lion of 
the desert. The shame and mortification of 
not having at the first encounter vanquished 
that youthful Christian soldier was reddening 
his cheeks ; and the indignation he felt that 
a lad should have dared to insult him made 
him redouble his attacks, and rain blows upon 
him with all the swiftness of a falcon, fero- 
cious and irritated. 

Yet he always met the ready shield of the 
Christian, and his horse ever caracoled around 
the Moor, engaging him in a weary defence, 
although he redoubled his blows upon the 
tempered steel of his mail. 

Both horses were panting. 

The Christian Enight, to whom time was of 
undoubted importance, would make his horse 
gyrate around the Moor like a whirlwind. 

At length both chargers, tired and jaded, 
their flanks streaming with blood, commenced 
to obey but badly the bridle, and the one 
which carried Tarfe stumbled against the 
trunk of a tree and fell as he turned round, 
dragging down its rider. 
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The Gastillian drew his steed back, in order 
not to trample upon the Moor; then he leaped 
to the ground, and advanced towards him 
sword in hand, and buckled shield. 

The Moor had risen from the ground covered 
with dust, and trembling with rage. 

The combat was renewed on foot. 

Steel dashed against steel: the God of 
battles, seated upon a red cloud, was watching 
the two knights in amazement. 

Tarfe clenched his fists and his teeth ; his 
cutlass was swayed in a circle above his 
head, and fell like a ray of lightning upon 
the Christian Knight. 

The damasceen blade flew broken to pieces 
against the shield of the youth. 

Tarfe was disarmed : no other weapon re- 
mained to him but the poniard, a weak, use- 
less weapon. He threw from him the shield, 
and rushed with open arms towards the Gas- 
tillian, who was also coming to meet him in 
the same manner. 

The combat was becoming a wrestling 
match. 

A bitter, sardonic laugh burst from Tarfe. 
Muscular, of gigantic stature and strength, 
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and a great and experienced wrestler, he 
thought to crunch to pieces the youthful 
champion hetween his powerful arms. 

And so most imdoubtedly it would have 
happened; but when the Moor was holding 
him in his arms, when the corselet crunched 
in that iron embrace, his hand sought the 
joins of the coat of mail of his enemy, and 
his poniard was thrust through, piercing his 
breast. 

Tarfe threw open his arms, uttered a fear- 
ful cry, and fell back dead on the ground. 

The Ave Maria had been rescued. 

The vizor of the young man was drawn up, 
his beautiful youthful face, covered with blood 
and sweat, was raised to heaven, and his 
black, eloquent eyes were suffused with tears 
of gratitude. 

A soft, sweet prayer, lost like a perfume in 
the abyss of immensity, yet which ascended 
even to the very throne of God. 

Then he approached the horse of the Moor, 
unfastened from the tail the tablet of the Ave 
Maria, fell on his knees and kissed it, then 
hung it round his neck in the manner of a 
vassal who manifests the blazon of his master. 
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Then he advanced to Tarfe, removed his 
vizor, and when he beheld his cold face, ren- 
dered ghastly by the pallor of death, he, with 
a pride which at his age was pardonable, 
said — 

" Haughty Moor ! the inexperienced knight 
has already a badge for his arms, ancT the 
Ave Maria will be a quartering of glory in 
the escutcheon of the Garci Lasos de Gas- 
tille ! " 

He proceeded to cut off the head of the 
Moor, hung it to the saddle, mounted his 
charger, quitted the thicket, and took the road 
which conducted to the camp. 

Far in the distance a cloud of dust was 
being raised under the feet of a small company 
of horsemen which was rapidly advancing, 
until it revealed who they were. 

This troop of horsemen consisted of Captain 
Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova, who had been 
elected by the Council of War to answer the 
challenge of Tarfe, and who <tppeared armed 
with every weapon, and covered with galas 
and feathers. The rest were his shield-bearers 
escorting him. 

They quickly came up to the youth. They 
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beheld upon his breast the tablet of Ave Maria, 
and pending from his saddle the head of the 
Moor. 

The Captain stood still and his men with 
him. 

" Pardiez, Garci Laso," he said to the 
young man, "thou hast commenced early to 
be valiant ! Thou art lessening the roads for 
great exploits ! Chacon and Don Diego de 
Cordova, Leon and Aguilar, enter the enclo- 
sure in Bib-Bambla, and conquer. Fulgar 
places the name of Ave Maria in proof of 
possession upon the Mosque of Granada, and 
thou, yet a mere child, dost rescue it from so 
formidable a warrior as Abd- Allah Ebn-Tarfe. 
What, then, dost thou leave Gonzalo Fernan- 
dez de Cordova to perform ? " 

This he said smiling aflfably like one who 
has ample glory of his own to be able to envy 
that of another — he, the man who could stand 
foremost, and was the most brilliant glory 
among Spanish' warriors. 

The Captain and the youth shook hands, 
turned their horses, and returned together to 
Santa Fe. 

4c • 4: * sic 
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Since that day the Lasos are Lasos de la 
Vega, and upon their armorial bearings stands 
conspicuously Ave Maria; from that day also 
the arms of the City of Santa Fe are, a spear 
piercing the head of a Moor, and from the 
blade pends a tablet with Ave Maria written 
upon it. 







OONZ&LO FEBNANDEZ SB COBDOV&. 
(La Bu^olera.) 

There was mnch distreaa and want in those 
days in Granada : the Christiana had destroyed 
the com crops in the Bumnier, and the grass 
and millet had been hurnt np also. 

There was no village apon the Vega which 
did not manifest the devaetating tread of the 
Castillian, nor a spot of land which had not 
been watered with blood, nor tree which had 
not been a silent witness of some teitible deed 
of arms. 

The inhabitants of the neighbouring terri- 
tories, feEiring the conqaerors, had rushed to 
take shelter behind the walla and castles of 
the city ; and thai class useless for warfare 
aerred but to diminiBh the supplies which 
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were no longer brought in, not even on the 
side of the Sierra, towards the Alpujarras. 

These people, harassed by huijger, were 
constantly in agitation, and every day some 
quarrel took place at the doors of the bakeries, 
which would end in mutiny, and at times even 
in open rebellion, making the blood flow in 
the streets, and the already vacillating throne 
of the King Abu- Abd- Allah tremble upon its 
weakened foundations. 

In vain did Muza Ebn-Abil-Gazan in the 
Vega and the prudent Wisir Ebn-Comija in 
the councils attempt to remedy the evil: 
Muza was beaten back at each sortie ; the 
price of bread was rising ; the granaries were 
fast becoming empty ; and the Jewish mer- 
chants accused of being usurers were brought 
out of their houses and dragged through the 
streets by the famished crowds. 

The civil bands, leagued together under the 
shadow of public misery, were openly con- 
spiring, and in broad daylight they attempted 
to deliver up the city into the hands of the 
Christians ; and the spies would every day 
take some good news to the Catholic Kings. 

Granada of the Arabs and Moors was fast 

13 
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approaching the West of her reign, the set- 
ting of the brilliant sun of her glory, and, 
broken up, famished, and seduced more by 
her sons than by the Christians, was, like a 
noble matron, vainly attempting to hide her 
shame and cover her disgrace under the last 
torn shreds of her purple robes of Sultana. 

Muza tried a last effort. One day in the 
early dawn he left Granada with ten thousand 
horsemen, and a countless number of foot 
soldiers and people, in order to besiege the 
Christians in their camp. 

This he did more with the object of causing 
noise, confusion, and uproar, than to effect 
the great project which occupied the thoughts 
of the brave Emir. 

A fatal day it proved, however, for the 
armies of Ismail, for the soldiers became dis- 
banded at the very first encounter with the 
Christians, and the horsemen, finding them- 
selves entrapped, turned and fled, the efforts 
of Muza, Beduan Yanegas, of Abdel-Kerim, 
and other good commanders, being unavailing 
to restrain them, and keep them in order, 
the greater number of them never again dyed 
their lances in Castillian blood. 
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The standaxd of Islam was trampled upon 
by the chargers of the conqueror, and the 
Mussulman troops, driven by force of cLrms 
back within their ramparts, lost their artil- 
lery, their standards, and their watch-towers; 
whilst the swords of Gonzalo Fernandez de 
Cordova, of Hernan Perez del Pulgar,.of Garci 
Laso de la Yega, of the Counts de Cabra and 
Tendilla, and of other illustrious Captains, 
were steeped in Moorish blood up to the very 
hilt, to the shame of Muza Ebn-Abil-Gazan, 
who, furious like a goaded bull, swore by 
Allah and by his title of Knight not to return 
to the field with his men. 

What was written was being fulfilled : the 
Emir had been routed, and if the flags of 
Ismail still waved from the towers of the 
Alcazaba, it was at the mercy of the winds of 
degradation and disgrace. 

This unfortunate routing spread terror 
throughout Granada, and its distress was re- 
doubled. The Christians surrounded the city, 
and every door was closed through fear, and 
the immense multitude which its walls en- 
closed began to experience the fearful pangs 
of hunger, which, owing to the fertility of the 
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soil, they had been hitherto nnaccustomed 
to. 

In every part a riot was brooding ; the in- 
sults to the King were already openly mani- 
fested; and Zoraida, shut up in her Alcazar 
of the Albaicin, continued lamenting and 
weeping over the hapless end of Aben-Hamet, 
and was longing for the day when, expelled by 
the Christians from Granada, she should be 
at liberty to cross over to Africa, and water 
with burning tears of remorse the tomb of the 
unfortunate Aben-Hamet. 

And with this thought ever fixed in her 
mind, she distributed her gold among the 
people, and her partisans incited the multi- 
tudes to rebellion, and the cancer of death 
was spreading itself more and more upon the 
heart of Granada, torn by her. sons. 

In view of this immense, terrible, crying 
wrestling, it was not difficult to predict the 
day when the conqueror would find the Koran 
flung upon the rich pavement of the Eoyal 
Mosque of the Alhambra. 

In these days there was in the street of 
Elvira, in Granada, near the Plaza Nueva, a 
cake or fritter shop, situated opposite an an- 
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cient fountain in an angle of a small market- 
place. This shop, on accoimt of its situation, 
had been turned into a public bakery, sur- 
rounded by a palisade, and was guarded by 
Almoravides, in order to restrain the crowds 
which daily flocked to obtain bread. 

Behind the palisade or entrenchment a 
Moorish woman served the bread, along with 
some powerful men who were the bakers. This 
woman was a handsome brunette with large 
eyes, black as her profuse and shining hair, 
and a ruby mouth, around which played a 
smile of disdain. 

It was said that many of those who hovered 
around and frequented the bakery came there 
more with the object of gazing upon the 
rounded form, the lofty brow, and elegant 
waist of the damsel, than in order to purchase 
fritters or bread ; and often in the dead of the 
night would some romance sung under her 
windows be interrupted harshly by the sound 
of sword-blades clanking, which would be fol- 
lowed by cries of pain or death. 

The Moorish woman was, however, deaf to 
the pleadings of all her lovers, and at times 
her eyes bore evident proofs of weeping ; then 



182 ALLAH-AKBAB. 

the daily customers would remember that 
some two years before this she left Granada 
with the taifaoj^ that was vanqaished by Her- 
nan del Pulgar, and it was no longer a subject 
of wonder that Haxima (for such was the 
Moorish woman's name) should turn a deaf 
ear to the entreaties of her new lovers, since 
she was faithful to the memory of Aben- 
Hamut, who had not returned with the broken 
remains of that army which had marched upon 
Guadix, and fell in the Zenete. 

Notwithstanding this, some would remain 
persevering in their attentions, expecting that 
time and new pretensions would blot out in 
the heart of the Moorish woman the remem- 
brance of Aben-Hamut, who, doubtlessly, must 
have perished in that disastrous undertak- 
ing. 

An immense crowd had one day surrounded 
the entrenchment, and the bread was rapidly 
disappearing, whilst the Almoravides were 
forced to restrain the surging crowds who 
were hungrily struggling to approach the 
bakery, by sheer force of their lances. 

At that moment two soldiers were seen 

* The equivalent among the Moors for squadron. 
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coming from the npper side of the street 
Elvira, and who, to judge by their uniforms, 
belonged to the troops of Muza. These came 
forcing their way through the crowd, elbow- 
ing right and left, without regard to age, 
women, or children. 

These did not come for bread, for being 
soldiers they were well provided for in the 
barracks of the wealthy and powerful Emir ; 
but they came to look upon the eyes of the 
woman, and they attempted not only to 
reach the entrenchment, but pass beyond 
and enter the apartment where, upon clean 
tables, the exquisite fritters and cakes were 
ranged and served to the daily customers. 

The attempt was simply foolhardy: the 
bread had all been disposed of, yet the crowds 
pressed on, and these two soldiers continued 
pushing and driving everything before them, 
until the crowds, which had been hitherto 
engaged in providing for their wants, at length 
began to notice them, and a terrible outcry 
was raised of envy and indignation. 

The faces and fists of all became directed 
towards the two Moors, who had succeeded in 
reaching the entrenchment. 
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" Out with the slaves ! " the crowd began to 
cry ; " we are coming for bread, but these have 
a surfeit. Out with them ! let them go and 
cast themselves at the feet of their master, 
the Emir ! " 

And stones followed words ; the bakery 
was then quickly closed, and the almoravides 
began to lay their lances upon the rioters. 

These became exasperated, whilst the two 
almogawars, seeing their intentions frus- 
trated by the early closing of the shop, 
looked at each other fiercely and in a hostile 
manner. 

**Thou art the cause," said the one, "that 
Haxima has closed the door upon us." 

^*No, indeed; it is thou, who hast irritated 
these dogs by hustling and pushing them in 
order to get in before me," rejoined the 
other. 

" Thou liest ! " said the first. 

At the word lie, the almogawar, who was 
not a man to brook an insult, drew his sword 
from its sheath, and the other quickly fol- 
lowed his example. 

The irritated ciowd judged that those swords 
were directed to their damage, and therefore 
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rushed upon the almogawars and almoravides 
with clubs^ poniards, and stones. 

Others hearing the outcry, and seeing the 
bakery closed, joined the crowd, and the 
tumult increased, and their voices rose 
louder, indignant at the want of bread, and 
blows and stones followed, until it rose to 
such a formidable riot, that what had at first 
commenced by a love dispute finished in* a 
terrible rebellion. 

The King was at that moment coming down 
from the Alhambra to go to the Albaicin, as 
he was in the habit of doing every day, in 
order to lay his love and entreaties at the 
feet of the inexorable Zoraida. He was 
dressed in splendid robes and dazzling jewels, 
and was escorted by Muza Ebn-Abil-Gazan 
and a superb guard, when they suddenly found 
themselves in the midst of the riot. 

The splendour of Abu-Abd-Allah irritated 
the people, who were wanting bread whilst their 
King was revelling in luxury ; and the crowds 
changing the object of their wrath, directed 
the hissing, stones, and imprecations towards 
and against the King. 

Muza, frowning and wrathful, dashed with 
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his company right into the crowd. The uproar 
increased^ muskets were fired, fresh com- 
hatants joined the crowd, a fearfal encounter 
took place, and hlood flowed in the streets. 

Then throughout the multitudes was heard 
the ringing, terrifying cries of " Death to the 
King ! death to the Emir ! let us capitulate 
with the Christians ! " 

At that juncture a venerable old man, who 
was greatly respected by the people, Macer- 
el-Alime, at the peril of his life made a way 
for himself, and, attending solely to the sal- 
vation of his country, cried out to the rioters, 
who at once put down their weapons on 
hearing his voice — 

"What means this fmrious riot, Mussul- 
mans ? Until when will you be so disunited 
and so frantic, that through sheer passion and 
cupidity you should so far forget yourselves, 
your children, wives, and country? . . . . 
Is it not a crying shame thus to destroy one 
another ? . . . If infamy does not move you, 
let the danger in which you are all in arouse 
you ; and were so much brave, precious blood 
shed in fighting against our enemies, our con- 
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queriDg flags would have ere this reached the 
Guadalquiver and the far distant Tagus." * 

The old man continued these and other 
powerful reasons, until the people became 
apparently calmed down, and lowered their 
weapons. They allowed the King to pass, 
dispersed, washed away the blood, removed 
the dead, and the city lapsed into its wonted 
silence and quietude. 

Haxima, the beautiful Moorish woman 
who had been the innocent cause of this riot, 
cautiou8ly opened the door, and when she 
saw that the street was clear of people, she 
let a strong, powerfully-built man out, who 
started at a quick pace up the street whilst 
she closed the door. 

, The Moor reached the door of Elvira, went 
into the field, followed the length of the wall, 
hiding himself from the guards, and taking 
a cross-road, walked on until he reached the 
camp of Santa Fe. 

He must needs have been well known, since 
the watch-guards made no attempt to deter 
his entrance, and he continued walking until 

* Historical. Vide Conde, "History of the Domina- 
tion of the Arabs in Spain." 
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he approached the guards of the royal tents, 
where, after a brief delay, he was admitted. 

At the far end of the tents a number of 
ladies were engaged in embroidering a piece 
of tapestry work. By their side, seated on a 
high-backed chair, was a lady of mature age^ 
of noble and grave demeanour, though stern ; 
she was dressed in a plain black dress, and 
her head was encircled by a kerchief of crim- 
son velvet worked in gold. 

This lady, before whom the Moor had pros- 
trated himself, was Dona Isabel^ the Queen 
of Gastille. 

Close to her sat a gentleman of rather ad- 
vanced age, also dressed in black ; his head 
was covered by a velvet biretta, and a golden 
sword was buckled to his side. His sunburnt 
and foreboding countenance was turned with 
a deep expression towards a man who, with 
uncovered head and respectful mien, was con- 
versing in a low tone with the Queen, who 
from time to time allowed an almost imper- 
ceptible smile to play around the hard lines 
of her mouth. 

He who sat with covered head by the side 
of the Queen was the King, Don Ferdinand V. 
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of Aragon. He who conversed with the Queen 
was Gon^alo Fernandez de Cordova. 

When the Moor prostrated himself before 
the Queen, she made a sign to her ladies, and 
they at once left their work and retired to 
another part of the tent. 

Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova made as 
though he also was about to retire. 

'* No, Captain Gonzalo, do not go," said the 
Queen, " but be good enough to remain ; for 
doubtlessly this infidel has come to apprise 
us of some fresh outbreak or outrage which 
has been committed in Granada against the 
King Abu-Abd-Allah.'' 

" Truly it is so, noble and powerful Sul- 
tana,*' replied the Moor, who was a spy of 
the Christians. " Hunger is afflicting the city, 
mutinies and riots are on the increase, and 
cries of capitulation are heard rising among 
the factions ; and were ladders placed against 
the walls and petards at the doors, thou 
couldst, during one of these outbreaks, enter 
within the city which up to this time has been 
called invincible." 

The traitor ceased speaking, and Ferdinand 
the Catholic rose up. 
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" What new conflict," he asked, " oppresses 
Granada?" 

The Moor once more lifted his voice before 
the Monarchs, yet he continued prostrated on 
the ground like a dog at the feet of its master, 
and recounted to them the riot in the street 
of Elvira, mentioned the name of Haxima, 
who was his own niece, and the rivalry of the 
almogawars ; he descanted upon the beauty 
and discretion of the Moorish woman, and 
then relapsed into silence. 

Their Catholic Majesties dismissed him, 
and as he left the tent a servant of the house- 
hold gave the traitor some silver coins. 

The King and Queen remained alone with 
Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova. 

" Thou seest, Gonzalo," said the Queen, 
smiling, '' how another occasion presents itself 
to thee for winning gallantly the challenge 
which has already added three glorious 
achievements to our conquests. The carrying 
away of this woman from the centre of that 
terrible city would certainly have oflfered suffi- 
cient theme for writing verses to good Juan de 
Mena, the songster of our grandfather, Don 
Juan II., were he living." 
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" Or to inspire doleful ditties from the 
melancholy JorjeManrique," bitterly observed 
Ferdinand V. 

" Well, at all events, Madame, if the Menas 
and the Manriques are wanting," replied 
Fernandez de Cordova, " the woman will not 
fail to be within the precincts of thy High- 
ness's tent by this time to-morrow." 

The smile disappeared from the face of the 
Queen, and her pale cheeks became paler still. 

"We have not said this with any such 
meaning, Captain," the Queen feelingly re- 
joined, ** since to enter Granada alone, and 
with no other escort than thy own valour, 
would be to seek certain death. We forbid thee 
to do any such thing." 

" I would bring the Sultana herself to thy 
Majesty instead of that low woman ; and even 
the King Abu- Abd- Allah-* el-Chico ' from the 
midst of the guards of his very Alcazar, if 
such would please your Majesties," gallantly 
replied Gonzalo. 

" Yes, yes," the King said bitterly; " it is 
worthy of the brave to encounter impossibili- 
ties. Go, Captain, go, since taking thy sword 
with thee^ thou carriest all that sujQSices, to 
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bring her, even shouldst thou have to descend 
like another Orpheus into the depths of hell." 

The King said no more, and the Queen 
remained silent. 

Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova saluted re- 
spectfully their Majesties and left the tent. 
He proceeded towards the tent of Hernan 
Perez del Pulgar at a slow pace, wrapped in 
some deep meditation. 

The brave Governor del Salar was out pur- 
suing the Moors on the plains, and within the 
solitary tent only Pedro, the Moorish captive, 
was to be seen, crouching on his knees, thought- 
ful and depressed. 

On hearing footsteps at the entrance he 
raised his head, and leaped up as he recog- 
nised Gonzalo Fernandez, and respectfully 
saluted him. 

The Captain's countenance became radiant 
when he saw the Moor, because, being a native 
of Granada, he could be of great service to him 
in effecting the execution of his project, which 
was no other than the carrying away from the 
city of Granada, on the following day, Haxima, 
notwithstanding all the Moors who might en- 
deavour to oppose him. 
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He sat upon the pallet of Pedro, and 
questioned him concerning the streets and 
turnings he should have to take when once . 
within the gate of Elvira, in order to reach 
the bakery. 

A tear dimmed the eyes of the Moor. 
Gonzalo Fernandez had touched, without know- 
ing it, the tenderest and most hidden chord 
of his heart, because Pedro de Pulgar, the 
captive of Hernan Perez, was no other than 
Aben-Hamut, who had returned after the 
routing of Zejiete to Granada, and to whose 
memory Haxima had remained faithful, and 
manifested herself so disdainful towards her 
new admirers. 

The Moor gave Gonzalo the necessary in- 
formation, and then recounted to him his 
history, which was sad, like that of all absent 
lovers ; and, rendered courageous by the great 
fame of the Captain, and by the successful 
issue of the exploit of the Ave Maria when 
PediCO had entered with Pulgar up to the 
Mosque itself, he implored him to be allowed 
to accompany him. 

** Alone I shall go," replied he of Cordova, 

''and I feel confident that ere midday to- 

14 
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morrow tbou ehalt have seen the Moorish 
woman in the camp." 

A word pledged by Gonzalo de Cordova 
was, in those days, considered to be the most 
binding pledge known, and the Moor leaped 
from joy, already considering it certain that 
on the following day he should embrace the 
beanteous damsel. 

" But in order to eflfect the undertaking, it 
will be necessary," continued the Captain, 
** that thou findest trappings and robes with 
which to disguise myself as a Moor, so as to 
be able to pass those dogs, which have suffi- 
ciently strong scents to follow the track of a 
Christian." 

Pedro promised this, and he of Cordova 
left the tent. The Moor remained pensive, 
thinking in what manner would he be able to 
provide the requisite equipment for-.hiia.who 
was to give a happy termination to his affec- 
tionate desires. He suddenly remembered 
the armoury and horses, the Moorish cloaks 
and robes, which had been brought from 
the city as a present to the knights who had 
fought in defence of the Sultana. 

And he worked out his plans so cleverly and 
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adroitly that, on the following day, ere the 
sun had risen, he was leading by the hand 
an Arab horse caparisoned in mail and Moor- 
ish trappings, he himself fully equipped, 
carrying a double-bladed lance, to which a 
little red flag had been affixed, and made him- 
self announced by the shield-bearers of the 
powerful Governor of the town and fortress of 
lUora, Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova in his 
tent as Captain of Cavalry. 

Soon after the Moor had entered the tent, 
he of Cordova came forth disguised in such a 
manner that no one could have recognised 
him for a Christian, but for a Moor of Barbary. 
He mounted the Arab steed, took the lance, 
left the camp, and disappeared towards the 
Vega, carrying with him the fervent prayers 
for sucjiQaB-^from the heart of Pedro de 
Pulgar. 

Gonzalo de Cordova spurred his charger 
and reached the gate of Elvira, which he 
passed without the guards suspecting that he 
was aught but a Ejiight of Granada. 

When the valiant Spaniard found himself 
within the city walls, Le felt an almost un- 
controllable desire of ascending the Alhambi^a, 
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aronsing the Alcazar, and taking possession 
of it in the same manner as Heman Perez 
had done the Mosqne. 

He, however, abandoned the idea 'with a 
deep sigh. He saw the magnitude of the 
undertaking, which rendered it impossible of 
realisation, and continued following the road 
which lay before him until he reached the 
bakery. 

The bakery did not present the aspect of 
the previous day; there were no entrench- 
ments, nor tumult, nor almoravides, nought 
else was seen but the marks of gunshots on 
the walls and stains of blood upon the stones. 

Further in, and behind the door, Haxima 
was standing, sad and pensive; leaning against 
a door which led into a yard where a number 
of Moors were seated before tables covered 
with porringers full of fritters. 

A man, whom Gonzalo recognised as the 
spy who had entered and conversed with their 
Majesties the previous day, was occupied in 
serving the customers; and two others, the 
almogawars who had caused the riot, were 
seated opposite each other looking at the 
Moorish woman, who was seemingly paying 
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them no attention, and appeared not to notice 
them. 

But on raising her eyes she encountered 
those of Gonzalo, who, still on horseback, was 
fixing upon her his brave,, daring looks. 

The Moorish woman blushed, and he of 
Cordova dismounted, fastened the bridle of 
his horse to a bolt of the door, entered, and 
went straight up to the damsel. 

** May God guard thee, beautiful one ! *' 
he said, in broken Arabic. " Art thou Hax- 
ima ? '* 

The child — for she was not more than six- 
teen years of age — raised her smooth, pure 
brow, and in a trembling voice caused by the 
respect which the grave and noble counten- 
ance of the Gastillian inspired, and his dazz- 
ling garments and equipment, which appeared 
to belong to a Prince, timidly replied, " I am 
Haxima, noble knight." 

" Then it is thou I seek," rejoined he of 
Cordova. 

The almogawar soldiers pricked up their 
ears, and deep astonishment was depicted 
upon the countenance of Haxima as he con- 
tinued, saying — 
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"To-night, in Farque,* the Moor Aben- 
Hamnt is to be married. Since the battle of 
Zenete he has been a captive of the Christians, 
and I am his Wali. Whilst I came to-day to 
visit the King, I took occasion to call here 
for thee to come with me, in order that thou 
mayst make fritters for the wedding feast." 

Not a single word j[ib,& lost by the almo- 
gawars of this conversation, nor did they fail 
to notice the burning colour which overspread 
her features, which was succeeded by an ashy 
paleness as she heard the name of Aben- 
Hamut, and was informed that he was about 
to marry another and not herself, who had 
been so faithful to his memory, and from 
whose eyes tears had never ceased to flow 
since the unfortunate day when she had so 
sadly parted from him, to be made a captive 
by the Christian. 

And as nothing equals a woman's daring 
and audacity when she is wounded in her 
love and pride, Haxima went in to seek her 
burnouse and veil, wrapped herself in them, 
and said to Gonzalo, " This very moment, 
Senor." 

* A place near Granada, on the road to Gnadix. 
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He of Cordova comprehended well the 
necessity for diligence in matters of ad- 
venturesome exploits, and hence without loss 
of time he lifted the womair on to the saddle- 
bow of his horse, and jumped behind her, at 
the very moment when the Moorish spy ap- 
peared at the door of the yard with iuaixands 
full of empty porringers, and recognised the 
man who was robbing his niece as no other 
than the famous Captain of the King's 
Guards of the Christian camp. 

At the very moment when the Captain was 
spurring his charger and departing at full 
speed, the Moor threw away the porringers 
he held in his hands, rushed into the street, 
and in an excited manner cried out, " To 
arms ! to arms ! The Christians are in Gra- 
nada! Stop him! he is Gonzalo Fernandez 
de Cordova ! " . 

On hearing that well-known name, the 
almogmars and some horsemen who were at 
the time coming down from the Albaicin, 
preceded by the uncle of Haxima, dashed off 
in pursuit of Gonzalo Fernandez, who on 
hearing the uproar behind him, and not wish- 
ing the Moors to think that he was flying 
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from them, and with lowered lance in one 
hand, and holding firmly at the same time 
the Moorish woman with his other arm, at- 
tacked those who were following him. 

His name alone made them take to flight, 
and his pursuers quickly ran away, fearing 
lest his terrible lance should come within 
reach of them, since every stroke meant a 
dead enemy. 

He of Cordova then once more pursued his 
road ; but the alarm had spread, and crowds 
of horsemen and soldiers were on his track, 
and at last his lance was steeped in blood. 

His fiery charger trampled down the crowds 
which surged around him ; his lance was 
wounding right and left, and the Castillian 
shield barely sufficed to defend Haxima from 
the stones which rained over her. 

At length he succeeded in driving some 
against the closed door of Elvira, and these 
becoming stricken with fear, not finding an 
outlet through the gate, and the narrow path 
being defended by the long sword of Gonzalo 
Fernandez, who had flung away his lance 
as useless, and was terrifying them by his 
furious sabre -cuts, the guards opened the 
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door and allowed them to escape, leaving the 
field clear to the gallant champion, who 
spurred his horse, and within a short time 
had reached the first guards of the Christian 
watch-tower, situated at a short distance from 
the city. 

Haxima had fainted away; when she re- 
covered she found herself in the loving arms 
of Pedro de Pulgar, who had gone to await 
Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova. She then 
comprehended all, and cast herself at the 
feet of her robber, and then, more happy upon 
the saddle of the Moor, they proceeded to 
follow Gonzalo Fernandez, who conducted 
her into the Queen's tent. 

The Governor of Illora — he who later on 
was destined to add the Kingdom of Naples 
to the Spanish crown, the Great Captain — had 
also left his name recorded in the traditions 

of the conquest of Granada. 

* * * * 

Haxima became a Christian. The Queen 
stood sponsor, and bestowed upon her the 
name of Isabel, and then she married her* 
much - wept - for Aben - Hamut. After the 
conquest of Granada, their Catholic Majesties 
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gave the bridal pair the bakery in the street 
of Elvira, which descended to their heirs for 
for upwards of two centuries, and was far 
famed for the exquisite fritters called buiiaeloi 
which were made and sold by them. (See 
Note XIX.) 



THE CONQUEST OF OltAN&DA. 

GroNzii^ Fehnandez de Cordova had been 
commisaioned by their Majesties to effect the 
siege of the city. 

The fatal hour was approaching when the 
standard of Islam was to be wrenched by the 
hurricane, along with the tower that sup- 
ported it. 

All the paths and roads had been taken by 
the Christian, and famine was becoming un- 
beamble. 

Then did treachery openly manifest itself ; 
then came to light how the principal leaders 
had, through fear of losing their lives and 
lands, been in treaty to dehvcr up the city ; 
then VBS the cause made manifest of bo many 
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mutiDies and riots, of so many lost battles, 
and so many cherished hopes dashed to the 
ground. But it was too late then to torn 
back, or to attend to incurable evils which 
were deep-seated in the heart of Granada, 
which yet held out, hoping to obtain succour 
from Africa. 

But assistance was not forthcoming, and 
hunger increased, and an attack from the 
Christians was dreaded every moment ; and 
at length the sun arose on the bitter day of 
the fatal moon of the first Eabie of 896,* and 
when it set behind the horizon in the evening, 
it cast its prophetic rays for the last time 
upon the flag of Islam, which waved from the 
high tower of the Alhambra. 

On the previous day, the weak King Abu- 
Abd-AUah had gathered together in his Al- 
cazar his Wisirs, his Cadis, and his Fakirs, 
in order to consult them as to what resolu- 
tions should be adopted in this extreme ne- 
cessity. 

The result of this conference proved a fatal 
one, since those who were suborned by the 
enemy, and those who were in fear of them, 

* Ist January, 1492. 



THE CONQUEST OF GBANADA. 205 

all resolved to deliver up to the Christians 
that city which had been so aggrandized and 
rendered splendid by Mahomet el Bermejo * 
two hundred and fifty-four years before, and 
which had remained strong and powerful up 
to the time of Abul-Hacen, and then van- 
quished and ruined by Abu - Abd - Allah el 
Zogoibi. 

Those who had assembled in council were 
disposed to come to terms with the Spanish 
Bangs, with the exception of the valiant Muza, 
who still confided in the weapons of despera- 
tion and vengeance, and judged it was yet 
early to deliver up the city. 

Notwithstanding his opinion, it was at 
length determined to send the Wisir Abul- 
Cazem-Ab-del-Melic to propose capitulation to 
the Christians, t 

The Kings of Castillo and Aragon received 
this old man very kindly, and deputed the 
Captain, Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova, and 
his secretary, Fernando de Zafra, to treat 
with him. 

• Abu-Abd-Allali-Abu-Jucef-Ebn-Nazan-al-bliamar, 
called the Conqueror and the Magnificent. 

t Gonde, " History of the Domination of the Arabs 
in Spain,'' Tom. 8, p. 4. 
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These knights, accompanied by five others, 
and preceded by the Wisir, entered secretly 
into the Alhambra that night, through a sub- 
terranean passage between the Tower del 
Agua and the iron gate, and, shut up in the 
Tower of Comares, they efifected the capitula- 
tion for the delivery of the city. (See Note XX.) 

When the Wisir, on the following day, pre- 
sented them to the Council, the paleness of 
terror was depicted upon the countenances of 
all. The Sultana Aixa trembled with wrath, 
and the King, weeping bitterly, sought to con- 
ceal his sorrow by casting himself into the 
arms of his mother. 

Then, in the midst of that scene of desola- 
tion, the intrepid Muza arose serene, though 
pale, the love of his country burning in his 
heart, and slowly and sorrowfully looked upon 
those who were surrounding him, and, in a 
tone of cold, bitter reproof, said — 

" Leave this useless weeping to women and 
children: let us be men, and have brave 
hearts, not for shedding tears, but for shed- 
ding the last drop of our blood. * Let us 

* Historical 
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make one more effort, and to arms ! Let us 
die ; je&, but let it be like the brave, offering 
our breasts to the opposing lances." 

Muza was a hero : his ringing voice vi- 
brated as though inspired among that assem- 
bly of men, terrified by an adverse destiny. 

" Dost thou believe," he continued, ** that 
the Christians will be faithful to their pro- 
mises ?. ..Dost thou believe that the King of 
the Conquest will prove as generous a con- 
queror as- -he- is a fortunate enemy ? Thou 
art mistaken ; they are thirsting for our blood, 
and they will not rest until they become .sur- 
feited with it. Death, terrible death, is the 
least of the evils which threaten us." 

Not a single countenance was raised to 
look at JMuza^. npt a single voice was lifted 
up in answer to his. 

The Emir in despair girt his almaizar 
around his arm, advanced to the centre of 
the apartment, and, casting a look of wrath 
upon the assembly, cried out, in accents of 
bitterest contempt — 

" Dogs ! cowards ! traitors ! Ye who lack 
courage to die for your country, remain here, 
and listen patiently and calmly to these 
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shameful conditions, and deliver up the city 
to the Christian. Live in it, to witness the 
robbery and the sacking of your houses, the 
profanation pf your mosques, your women sub- 
jected to violence and outrage ; yes, remain 
here, to deliver up your own miserable bodies 
to feed the burning bonfires of the con- 
querors ; remain, wretches, to witness so 
much misery, you who fear an honoured 
death, because, by Allah, I shall not remain 
to witness it !" * 

And he furiously left the Tower of Comares, 
entered his Alcazar, took his lance and 
mounted his horse, and sped away by the 
door of Elvira, alone, and with' no other 
escort than his own desperation. 

The Mussulmans of Granada never again 
saw or heard what had become of their va- 
liant Emir. 

* * * * 

The fifth day of the first Eabie dawned. 

The Christian army, equipped as for war- 
fare, were marching with lowered flags towards 
Granada, filling the air with the riuging sound 
of the trumpets and the beating of drums. 

* Historical. 
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The horses were caparisoned in gala trap- 
pings; their riders and soldiers were decked 
out in garbs of joy, and carried triumphantly 
their most precious ornaments, plumes and 
most brilliant jewels ; the sun was casting 
refulgent rays upon their burnished helmets, 
and joy was depicted upon every countenance ; 
whilst Granada, motionless and silent, was 
opening the doors of the Alhambra, in order 
to allow the Zogoibi to depart, accompanied 
by fifty knights chosen from the most noble 
ones of Granada. 

He proceeded to meet the Kings of Castillo 
in that part of the Vega not far from the con- 
fluence of the rivers Darro and Genii (see 
Note XXI.), where stood a mosque. Abu- 
Abd- Allah was dressed in a black tunic — not, 
however, in sign of mourning, but as a dis- 
tinctive mark of his royal dignity : a purple 
almaizar flowed from his shoulders, and his 
head was wound with a simple white scarf. 

On descending the declivity of Al-baul, his 
superb charger placed itself in an attitude of 
defence to receive its enemies, who in truth 
were to be seen at that very moment ap- 
proaching in the following order : the Count of 

15 
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Tendilla, supported by his brother the Cardinal 
of Spain; and Don Guitierre de Cardenas, 
Commandeur of Leon, of the order of San- 
tiago. The Count carried the royal flag, the 
Cardinal the Standard of the Cross, and Don 
Guitierre the streamer of Santiago, followed 
by other different flags. 

The King at the sight of his enemies 
became troubled, his countenance grew scarlet 
with shame, and notwithstanding that the 
Christians saluted him most respectfully, he 
set spurs to his horse, and was quickly lost 
from sight. 

The Wisir Ebn-Comija meanwhile delivered 
up to the Count de Tendilla the keys of the 
city at the door of the Siete Sitelos (seven 
floors), then hastened to join the King, fol- 
lowed by some knights, at the very moment 
when the hapless man was dismounting before 
the Edng of Aragon and advancing to Jdss his 
hand ; but Ferdinand would not permit him to 
do so, Abu-Abd-AUah however, saluted him 
on the arm, saying, " We are thine, powerful 
and exalted King. This city and kingdom we 
deliver up to thee, because so it has pleased 



i 
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Allah : and we confide that thou wilt use thy 
triumph with clemency and generosity.*'* 

The miserable, hapless King became 
silent from the sobs which rose from his 
heart ; but restraining his tears, he mounted 
his steed, and notwithstanding the entreaties 
of the King, refused to return to Granada ; 
and, followed by his knights, started at full 
speed to rejoin his family, who had left the 
city at day-dawn with their retinue of slaves, 
taking with them their treasures. 

Meanwhile, the Catholic King, the Infantes, 
the grandees, the captains and soldiers of 
Castille, who had been fixedly gazing upon 
the Alcazaba, saw a red flag waving from its 
height ; then the army prostrated themselves 
upon the ground, the drums began to beat, and 
the trumpets to sound, whilst the guns fired 
a tremendous salute, which resounded with 
startling effect. 

The Count of TendiUa had unfurled from 
the towers of the Alcazaba in the Alhambra the 
standards of the Catholic Kings of Castille 
and Aragon. 

* Historical. Vide Gonde, " History of the Domina- 
tion of the Arabs in Spain." 
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Granada was a captive of the ChriBtiac 
The flag of Islam bad been wrencbed hj 

tbe bnrricane along witb the tower which 

supported it. 



XI. 



THE LAST ADIEU. 



EuN, run! spur thy mare, King! spur 
her on, and hide thyself far away beneath the 
shade and mists of the night ! 

Let the night , come quickly, that thou 
mayst conceal thy tears in its darkness ! 

Alas! alas! hapless King! Bun, because 
that booming sound that breaks the wind, that 
detonation which reverberates in space, are 
the joyous cries of the conqueror ! 

Mark how thy fifty knights are silent ! 

Muza is wanting from among them ! Muza 
thy brother ! Muza the brave one ! Muza, 
who has been engulphed along with the loss 
of thy country ! 

Bun, run, Abu-Abd-AUah ! Bun as fast as 
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thy tears are coursing down thy cheeks ! run 
far from that Eden of delights, where the 
purple flowers grow and blossom under the 

rays and light of that golden sun ! 

* * * * 

And the King spurred on his mare until 
her flanks streamed with blood. 

His knights followed him with lowered 
reversed lances and flags trailing in the dust 
in sign of mourning. These few loyal ones 
trembled with wrath and shame every time 
they heard the booming of the guns which 
were fired in triumph. 

Once again did the King and his knights 
dismount and prostrate themselves in sign of 
vassalage at the feet of the Queen Isabel I. of 
Gastille, who, surrounded by her ladies, and 
protected by a regiment of lancers com- 
manded by Gonzalo Fernandez de Cordova, 
was standing upon a spot called ArmUla be- 
holding the taking of the city. 

The Queen raised him up, and spoke words 
of comfort to that unhappy King. Once more 
he with his knights mounted their steeds, and 
continued their road silently and sorrowfully 
at full speed.^ They passed the town of Al- 
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hendin when the sun, which had risen lighting 
lip *'Oranada the Sultana" was fast setting in 
the West, and bathing with its last sad rays 
" Granada the Captive,'* 

When the evening mists were rising like a 
veil of mystery between the city and the dis- 
tant hills, the King overtook the Queen-Mother 
and his consort on the declivity of the heights 
of Padul. 

On the summit of the hill through a nar- 
row break a last glimpse could be taken of 
Granada. 

The King dismounted and prostrated him- 
self on the ground, then with a breaking heart 
and brimming eyes looked upon his city. 

And he gazed upon her as the dying man 
looks upon the life which is fast speeding 
from him, like the unfortunate look upon 
hope, and the miser upon his treasures. 

His soul became embittered, and, unable 
any longer to restrain his sorrow, he broke 
out into a deep-drawn sigh. The hapless 
King fell on his face to the ground, and, giving 
a piercing cry, exclaimed, AUah-Akbarf * 

The Sultana Aixa, who saw him thus, be- 

* God is great. 
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came pale, and, frowning full of indignation, 
she contemptuously withdrew her eves from 
him, saying, " Fes, miserable coward I weep 
like a woman, since thou knew not how to defend 
thy throne like a man ! " 

Desperation, shame, sorrow, drew burning 
tears from the eyes of Abu-Abd-Allah. He 
mounted his charger, furiously setting spurs 
into her, and the animal dashed off on the 
road with such impetus that she left the prints 
of her hoofs marked upon the rock, and which 
are still seen to this day. 

The King and his retinue at length turned 
the point of Geb-el-Solair, and became lost in 
the distance as they proceeded to take the 
road in the dim twilight towards the Moun- 
tains of the Alpuj arras. 






Since that day, the Moors, in memory of 
this sorrowful farewell, called that tearful spot 
on the heights of Fadul, Fez-Allah- Akbar, and 
even to this day it is known among Christians 
by the appellation of the Su^piro del Moro — 
the sigh of the Moor. 

4c ^ ^ 4c 

The Genius of the Alhambra has dis- 
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appeared, nought remains but mist and 
silence. 

The gallant Arabs, the brave Gastillians, 
the elegant ladies, the palace of pearls — all 
has become engulphed in the past. ' 

And of all that still remains is the sound of 
the bell of the Vela, which is heard vibrating 
solemnly and clearly in the silence like a cry 
from past generations. 

When the day dawns, that historic bell is 
silenced ; the cry of the phantoms arises only 
in the stillness of night. 

Fly, fly away, dreams of glory ! The Hand 
of God is hastening thee swiftly into the past, 
and will speedily envelope thee in the winding- 
sheet of forgetfulness ! 

Praised be Him, the Magnifier ! He Who 
extolleth andWho humbleth and bringeth down 
all things that breathe! Praised be Him, 
Who ruleth with justice and equity all human 
events ! 
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I. 

This part of the Alcazar at the present day is 
called the Chamber of the Abencerrajes. It is en- 
tered through an archway which leads to an 
ante-room, or narrow corridor, at the ends of 
which are modem doors leading to inner apart- 
ments. An oval, arched roof follows the length 
of this corridor, which is elaborated with leaves, 
fishes, flowers, cuneiform characters, and parted 
globes bearing inscriptions. The interior of this 
retreat has been restored since a fire which took 
place in the Alhambra, owing to a powder maga- 
zine having exploded, which was close to the 
Fargue, 

This Chamber communicates with no other de- 
partment, and has two open alhamies, or alcoves, 
on its sides. These alcoves are supported by two 
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elegant columns, elaborated like the pavement. 
In the centre of the Chamber stands a fountain, 
which, like the columns, is of white marble. 
The ornamentation of this Chamber is exactly 
like that of the Chamber of the Two Sisters (so 
called from two marble slabs of equal size which 
are inserted in the pavement, each slab measur- 
ing 165 inches in length and 76 in breadth). The 
ornamentation of the walls commences by a band 
of encaustic tiles of vivid colours and intricate 
work; above this is another band of alternate 
medals and medallions bearing inscriptions, which 
goes the whole round of the Chamber. The inscrip- 
tions are : ** Let glory be perpetually given to the 
Lord, May the Kingdom of the Lord suhsist for ever.** 
Above this is another band, bearing the device, in 
African characters, of ** God only is Conqueror,** 

From the arches are strings of beads, flowers, 
and filagree festoons, bearing devices in African 
characters ; also a band with a blazon of Alhamar 
adopted by the Kings of Granada, viz., a shield 
with a diagonal band from right to left issuing 
from the mouth of a dragon bearing the device in 
African characters of ** Le Oalib ile Allah ** (** God 
only is Conqueror "). Above this, on the sides of 
this lovely and wondrously-worked cupola, starred 
with stalactites, are oval windows which open and 
shut, but which seem to have been originally 
covered by transparencies. The adornment of the 
alhamies, or alcoves, is similar to that of the Cham- 
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ber itself, and its ceilings are level, richly joined. 
The fountain is raised six inches from the ground, 
and bears large stains upon its white marble, 
which undoubtedly was the origin of the tradi- 
tions concerning the beheading of the Abencer- 
rajes, which Gines Perez deHita has consigned to 
posterity in his " Bomanoes and Civil Wars of 
Granada.*' 

n. 

Simoom: A hot, suffocating wind, that blows 
occasionally in Africa and Arabia, generated by 
the extreme heat of the parched deserts or sandy 
plains. Its approach is indicated by a redness in 
the air. Its fatal effects are such that those touched 
by it are reduced to dust, notwithstanding that 
their forms remain unchanged. 



III. 

The Arabs call the different hours by the fol- 
lowing appellations : — The hour of Azobbi, the day 
dawn ; Adoha is the full day ; Adohar, midday ; 
Alazar, mid-evening ; Almagrib, the sunset ; Ala- 
tenia, or Alaja, nightfall and commencement of 
night,' according to their custom of dividing their 
hours of prayer, or Azalaes. 
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IV. 

The order of the months of the Arabs, which 
they call moons, is as follows : — Muharram, Safer, 
the first Babie, the second Babie, the first Gui- 
mada, the second Gnimada, Eegel Xaban, Eama- 
zan Xawal, Dilcada, and Dilhagia. It should be 
adverted that their year commences at the middle 
ofthe Christian year. 



On the left of the entrance to the Chamber of 
Gomarech there is a corridor, which crosses some 
modem apartments, and leads to a gallery sus- 
tained by marble columns, at the end of which is 
a minaret, also sustained by marble columns, the 
centre being a quadrangle, and is lit up by nine 
windows. The walls of this retreat, and of the 
ante-room which precedes it, are painted alfresco^ 
representing landscapes and sea pieces. The 
ceiling is domed, ornamented by Arabic fretwork 
and gold mouldings. This apartment is now 
called the Queen's dressing-room, which no doubt 
derived its name from a perforated slab, which 
was evidently meant for the passage of perfumes, 
and must have doubtlessly been transferred from 
some other part of the Alcazar to this roomu 

This apartment was, in the time of the Moors, 
the tower of the Palace, or, according to a well- 
received opinion, it was a mirah, or oratory. This 
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opinion seems to be fully justified by the follow- 
ing inscriptions which finish the ornamentation 
of the room : — 

** In the Name of God the Merciful, and Who 

has mercy. 

"May God be with our Lord and Prophet 

Mahomet. To him and his friends health and sal- 
vation for endless ages. 

" God is the light of heaven and of earth : His 
light is like to Himself : a luminary, being many. 
His rays, yet He is One only. He is the Lamp of 
lamps, Hke to a brilhant constellation, and burns 
with holy oil not brought from the East nor from 
the West, which, being once enkindled, giveth 
light ; and without being touched is light above 
the light. And God with His light guideth whom 
He loveth. God is the Giver of proverbs to His 
people, and God is wise in all things.** 

VL 

This Chamber is known at the present time 
under the name of Chamber of Divans^ and is a 

< 

portion of the royal baths of the Alhambra. It 
is square, and supported by four white marble 
columns, which form a gallery all round : on the 
sides, and opening into the inner wall of the gal- 
lery, are alhamies, or alcoves, formed by arches 
sustained upon three columns, and raised some 
two feet from the pavement ; and it was set apart 
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for the divans upon whicli the Kings reposed after 
the bath. 

The pavement of this retreat is Mosaic. In the 
centre stands a fountain ; the walls are adorned 
with enamelled tiles to the height of six feet, 
above which rons a band with the motto '' Plus 
ultra," which was added in the time of the Em- 
peror Charles V. 

There are small arched doors in the fonr angles ; 
three of them are, however, blocked up, and the 
foorth leads into other apartments by a narrow 
corridor; the giallery and alcoves possess a 
straight roof, beautifolly worked and starred, 
inlaid with silver. 

In this gallery was a kind of raised stage, where 
musicians were in the habit of playing and per- 
forming during the repose of the Kings after the 
bath. 

The apse and spandrils of the arches were 
adorned with flowers, fishes, and bows of ribbon. 
This apartment is lighted by sixteen windows. 



VIL 

This is a hall of inferior size. Nothing Arabic 
remains at the present day, with the exception of 
some columns on the north side, and a fountain, 
the base of which is of later date than the conquest ; 
and above it is placed a superb basin of white 
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marble, discoloured by time and water. No doubt 
this basin had been brought here &om some 
other part ; some are of opinion that it originally 
stood in the centre of the Chamber of Cosmarech. 

vm. 

On entering into these baths by the gallery 
which communicates with the Chamber of Divans, 
some small chambers are reaohed, in each of which 
there is a marble basin or fount, and above a 
small niche of the same marble with arabesque 
sculpturing, and below it is a channel for the con- 
duit of the water. 

It is beUeved that these were the baths for the 
royal children. A larger retreat follows this, 
which serves as an ante-room to a large square 
Chamber wit)i a door which leads to the baths for 
the Kings. It contains two larger baths : one is 
twelve feet long and about seven feet wide and 
two deep, with two channels for the conduit of 
the water ; the other is about eight feet square 
and some thirty inches deep. Above each bath 
there is a niche similar to the others already 
referred to. In the centre of this apartment there 
was a door, which led to where the water was 
heated. 

IX. 

The hand and key found sculptured upon the 
principal arch, and also in that which forms the 

16 
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door, are considered mysterions emblems . . . The 
Arabs, who inherited from the Egyptians the use 
of hieroglyphics, represent power by a strong 
hand in the shape which is seen upon this arch. 
The same sign designates the Hand of God, and 
was a compendium of the Moslem law ; because 
in the same way as the hand has five fingers, and 
each finger three joints, with the exception of the 
thumb, which has but two, and all are subject to 
the union of the hand which serves as their base ; 
BO in the same manner does the Mahomedan 
law impose five primary precepts. 

The first is, Believe in God and in Mahomet ; 
the second, The precept of prayer ; the third, To 
give alms ; the fourth, To fast during the time of 
Bamadam ; the fifth. Pilgrimages to Mecca and 
Medina. Each of these precepts has three modi- 
fications, with the exception of the fifth, which 
can only be reduced to two, good heart and good 
deeds, and corresponds to the thumb. 

These dogmas flow from the unity of God, and 
the whole Mahomedan law is explained by the 
hand, which has five fingers and fourteen joints. 

The key is the principal sign of the Moslem 
faith, being an emblem as important and mys- 
terious as the hand. It represents the power of 
opening and closing the gates of heaven, a power 
which was conceded to the Prophet. 

Some have explained the emblems of the hand 
and key by saying that the Moore wished to sig- 
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nify the impossibility or difficulty of entering into 
the stronghold and of destroying the Moslem 
faith, since it would be easier for the hand to 
turn and take the key to open to the enemy, than 
to conquer the sons of the Prophet, and wrench 
from their hearts the principles of their belief. 
{Vide Lafuente Alcantara, '' Libro del Yiagero en 
Granada.") 

Boabdil, encouraged by some advantages which 
had been gained by the armies in 1483, and in- 
cited by the gossip of bis vassals, who held him 
to be more incapable than his aged father Abnl- 
Hacen, wished to carry out some exploit which 
would bring fame upon his party, and he there- 
fore marched upon Lucena, which at the time 
was badly defended* 

The chroniclers say that, on leaving the door 
of Elvira, accompanied by a large staff, his lance 
broke against the arch of the door or gate, and 
this occurrence was considered an ill omen. 

The King, however, passed on, thinking he 
would obtain a signal victory. 

Don Diego de Cordova, who held the governor- 
ship of the castle, fortified the city, and apprised 
Don Alonso de Aguilar and the leader of the 
Donceles, who at once came with some cavalry, 
and proceeded to meet Boabdil, who had already 
advanced before Lucena, and was threatening the 
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Goyemor that miless he delivered up the fortress, 
he would enter it hy force of arms, and would 
pat the garrison to death. The Gt)yemor, in 
order to gain time, proceeded to arrange treaties 
of delivery ; and in this way a great part of the 
day was spent, daring which the champions of 
the leader of the Donceles, who were coming to 
the saccoar of Lacena, suddenly showed them- 
selves, and attacked the Moorish army, and dis- 
banded it. As the greatest force of the army 
were horsemen, they placed themselves in a posi- 
tion for attack, without caring much about the 
routing of the infantry. 

The squadrons met, and a fierce battle took 
place. Those of the city suddenly appeared, and 
fell upon the Moors at the very moment when 
Don Alonso de Aguilar entered the battle-field 
with a brilliant squadron of lancers. 

The Moors withdrew to the opposite side of the 
river, and the valiant Captain, Ali-Atar, Governor 
of Loja, who was standing close to the King, fell 
pierced by lances. His death, and the loss of 
the fifty kaights who were defending the King, 
left him alone and surrounded by his enemies. 
He attempted to escape, but he plainly perceived 
that his horse was in far too exhausted a state tp 
be able to carry him a sufficient distance to place 
him in safety; and therefore on crossing the 
river he dropped down from his horse, and con- 
cealed himself amongst some reeds, where three 
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Christian soldiers were closely following him. 
Through fear of his life, he revealed to them who 
he was. They apprehended him, and took him 
to their Captain. This was the first and last 
hattle in which the King found himself, whom, 
with good reason, his people styled ** el Desven- 
turadillo,*' 

XI. 

This was a regenade Christian called Isahel, 
daughter of the Governor of Martos, the Com- 
mandeur Sanoho Gimenez de Solis. She was 
made a captive by the Moors in one of their 
entries into the land of Martos ; and the aged 
King Abul-Hacen fell in love with her, made her 
his spouse, and called her by the name of Zoraya 
(Morning Star). He abandoned for this new love 
the haughty Sultana Aixa, his cousin, by whom 
he had Abu-Abd-AIlah, who succeeded him on the 
throne, or rather was cast from it. By Zoraya 
he had two sons, called Sidy-Zahye and Sidy- 
Alhamar. Jealousy and ambition between the 
Sultanas were the cause in a great measure of 
the factions and loss of Granada. 

XII. 

Abul Walid Abul Said, fifth King of the 
Nazarite dynasty, reigned three years, from 1822 
to 1825. He was assassinated at the door of his 
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Alcazar by Mahomet Ebn-Ismail, on accoant of 
some love intrigue with a beautifdl slave, whom 
he had captivated when he entered the town of 
MartoB, and which the Sing had appropriated to 
himself when the booty was distributed. (Vide 
Gonde, '' History of the Axabs in Spain,'* part iv.). 

xm. 

See the first Note. 

XIV. 

In the garden of a Franciscan Convent in 
Zubia there still exists an ancient laurel-tree or 
bush, where the horse of Queen Isabella was 
concealed. From this spot the whole length of 
Granada is deen; and she had upon one occa- 
sion come here to look upon the city, when she 
was attacked by the Moors, who were, however, 
driven back by the Marquis of Cadiz and his 
troop of 1200 lancers, who were escorting the 
Queen. This event took place on the 25th of 
August, 1491, being the feast of St. Louis, 
King. During the encounter she offered the 
Holy King, should she be delivered from the 
danger in which she was placed, to erect a Fran- 
ciscan Convent under his invocation. The battle 
was gained by the Christians, and* the convent 
was erected soon after the conquest. 

The traveller is still shown a window in an 
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angle of the cloister from whenee, it is said, the 
Queen witnessed the oomhai The laurel-hush is 
held in great veneration by the natives of Zubia, 
a town which preserves many other historical 
recollections. 

XV. 

This building is called ** Ca$a del Carbon,** 
because in it was deposited all combustibles until 
leave was granted to the owners to dispose of them. 
Judging from its remains, this building in its 
days of glory must have been of sumptuous 
magnificence. The decoration and ornamentation 
is similar to that of the Hall of Lions. 



XVI. 

In all probability, Pulgar and the five shield- 
bearers entered into Granada by the street called 
Gallineria, which runs parallel with the river up 
to the Bridge del Carbon, through the Zacatin 
and lane " Del Tinte," and into the site of the 
Ohurch del Sagrario, which then was a Mosque. 



xvn. 

In the '' Archives del Salar " there exists a royal 
letters patent of the Emperor Charles V., com- 
manding the Cathedral Chapter of Granada to 
give effect to the concession of interment granted 
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by their Catholic Majesties to Heman del Pulgar. 
This doGument is dated from the Alhambra of 
the City of Giranada, on 29th September, 1526. 



xvin. 

In the ** Archives del Salar," lib. i., p. 2, No. 8, 
there exists an original deed of their Catholic 
Majesties in favour of the fifteen shield-bearers 
who, with Heman Perez del Pulgar, entered 
into Granada, awarding lands and properties in 
the City. This document is dated 80th Decem- 
ber, 1491, and i« signed by the King and Queen. 



XIX. 

This bakery existed even down to our times 
without interruption since the conquest, and in 
the identical house, which now is an ironmongery, 
and forms an angle with another shop for the sale 
of drinks and liqueurs, which fronts the Pilar del 
Toro. 

XX. 

It has seemed opportune to insert in this place 
some of the most notable items in the capitula- 
tion for the delivery of Granada : — 

'* It is agreed that their Majesties and their 
descendants for ever shall allow the said King 
Muley Boabdil and the Knights, Fakirs, and 
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Shield bearers, &q., &c.,to live and reside acoord- 
ing to their laws, whether in small or large 
communities ; and they shall abide by their laws 
according to the custom of the Moors ; and they 
be allowed to call the faithful by their muezzins 
from the minarets to their Azalaes, or hours of 
prayer. 

** Also, that neither now nor hereafter shall their 
Majesties or their descendants oppress or harass 
the said Moors, those who are now living or those 
which shall succeed them. 

'* Also, that no Christian shall attempt to enter 
into the house of prayer of the Moors without leave 
from the Fakir ; and that if he do enter he be 
punished by their Majesties. 

** Also, that any debate or question which may 
arise between the said Moors shall be decided 
according to their Xaracima law, and they be 
judged by their Alcadis according to the usages 
of the Moors. 

** Also, that should any Christian force an entry 
into the house of any Moor, that their Majesties 
command the law to proceed against him. 

" Also, that no law proceedings be taken against 
the person of any Moor on account of any evil 
which another mav have done, and that the 
father is not to suffer for the evil done by the son, 
nor son for father, nor brother for brother, nor 
cousin for cousin. He that hath done the evil 
must bear the punishment of it. 
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** Also, that should any Moor take to vrife a 
Christian woman who may have renounced her 
faith and become a Mahomedan, she shall not be 
compelled to return to her former religion and 
Christian faith against her will ; or if questioned 
whether she desires to be a Christian, it must be 
in presence of both Moors and Christians. 

*' Also, that no Moorish man or woman shall be 
forced to become a Christian. 

"Also,that should any Moorish woman, whether 
single, married, or widow, wish to become a 
Christian, she shall not. be received until she be 
duly questioned and admonished ; and any jewels 
or other articles which she should forcibly take 
out of her father's house, or relation, or from any 
other person, these said articles must be returned 
and restored to their owners, and the law to 
proceed against the theft as in justice bound." 

In several articles promises are made that no 
punishment nor account be taken of former acts. 
In one the following is stated : — 

''It is agreed that their Majesties and their 
descendants for ever shall not be able to demand 
of, nor command, the said King Boabdil, or any 
of the aforesaid Moors, to deliver up any one 
thing until the day of the termination of the said 
delivery of the Alhambra — that is, during the 
said term of sixty days, within which the 
Alhambra and other strongholds are to be 
delivered up." 
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In the following artiole will be seen a vestige 
of the old civil wars : — 

*^ Also, that no knight, governor, nor servant, 
which were of the King, who was of Ouadix, shall 
have any command over them." 

Besides the treaty of capitulation, relative to 
the delivery of the City of Granada, and made to 
protect the inhabitants, there is another treaty 
which was agreed upon on the same day, and at 
the same place, which is also to be found in the 
** Archives of Simaucas," and bears the following 
inscription : — 

** The original treaty of capitulation of the Catholic 
Kings with Muley Abdali, King of Granada.** 

Amongst some of the articles, it says the 
following : — 

<* The things which, by command of the most 
powerful Princes, the King and Queen, our Lord 
and Mistress, were agreed with the Governor 
Boiacin el Muleh, in the name of Muley Boaudely, 
King of Granada, and in virtue of his power are 
as follows : — 

*' Boabdil promises to deliver up the City, and 
give 500 men as hostages for greater security, on 
the Catholic King reiterating his promise to 
receive and treat the Moors as subjects, protect- 
ing their person and goods, honouring and favour- 
ing them. 

** To Boabdil and his descendants for ever were 
given the towns and places of the districts of 
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Beja, Dallas, Marxena, Boloduy, Lahar, Andarax, 
Uxfar, &c., with all their rents, taxes, and con- 
tributions. 

** Should Boabdil wish to dispose of his lands, 
&c., the Kings of Castille are to have the pre- 
ference in the purchase. 

<< Should Boabdil and his family wish to pass 
over to Africa, the Kings of Castille are to 
provide the ships, as well as all necessary help 
and assistance, free of charge and dues or duties. 

** Their Majesties are to accord the same privi- 
leges to the Queen Mother and the Queen Consort 
of Muley Balnazer of lands and properties, &c., 
which they possess in the said City of Granada, 
and in the Alpuj arras, with right of selling or 
enjoying under equal terms with the said King." 

Over and above these lands and possessions, 
Boabdil received a sum of money after the Chris- 
tians had entered into the Alhambra, and taken 
possession of the rest of the fortresses in the 
City of Granada. 

It was also agreed that, after the King Muley 
Boaudely should leave the said City of Granada, 
he should be at liberty to reside and die in any 
of the above - mentioned possessions, and quit 
Granada accompanied by his servants and 
knights, &c. 

This document bears the respective signatures 
of both King and Queen. The seal is imprinted 
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upon red wax, around which is the following 
inscription : — 

'' Helisabeh, Dei gracia egira 
Castillae, Legionis, el Siciliae." 
Beneath is read : — 

'<By command of the King and Queen — 
Fernando de Zafra.*' 



XXI. 

This Mosque, which was afterwa^rds consecrated 
under the invocation of Saint Sebastian, was 
profaned and converted into a tavern, and its 
religious and historical records destroyed, still 
retains upon a part of its walls a white marble 
slab, with the following inscription written in 
Gothic characters : — 

" Muley Abdeli, the last Moorish King of 
Granada, delivered up the keys of the said City on 
Friday, 2nd of January, 1492, at three o'clock in 
the afternoon, at the doors of the Alhambra, into 
the hands of our Catholic Monarchs, the King 
Don Fernando de Aragon and Dona Isabel of 
GastiUe, after having endured the Mahomedan 
yoke for 777 years since the loss of Spain, which 
occurred on Sunday, November 2nd, 714. The 
above-mentioned Catholic King bade farewell to 
the aforesaid Boabdil at this place, which teas then 
a Mosque, and now is the Church of Saint Sebastian, 
wherein the first thanksgiving was offered to God 
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our Lord by our glorious Conqueror, and his 
army, the royal chapter intoning the Tb Dewn^ 
and waving the royal standard of the fedth from 
the Tower of the Vela. 

In memory of which event, public prayers are 
offered at this hour in the Cathedral, and a 
Plenary Indulgence gained by reciting three Pater- 
no$ter$ and three Ave Marias, 



THE END. I 
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circle of juveniles." — The Month. "A series of short teles for 
children, by the delightful author of ' Fluffy ' and a score of other 
charming books for the young. ' ' — Weekly Register. ' ' Capital teles 
for children, nicely told, printed in large type on good paper and 
neatly bound." — The Bookseller. "Feelings run through them 
like a stream through flowers, and pretty morals peep out as the 
reader travels along." — Catholic Times. ** This is the latest of the 
long catalogue of bright and edifying books of short stories for 
which our young people have to thank M. F. S." — Irish Monthly, 

The Two Friends; or, Marie's Self-deniaL By 
Madame d* Arras (iV^<f Lechmere). is.;gilt, is.6d. 

"A little French tale, in the crisis of which the good Empress 
Eugenie plays a conspicuous part." — Weekly Register, 

Andersen's Sketches of Life in Iceland. Translated by 
Myfanwy Fenton. 2s.; cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

*• In the one case they are simply pretty tales ; in the other 
curious illustrations of the survival to our own time of thought and 
manners familiar to every reader of the Sagas." — Graphic, "Ever 
welcome additions to the literary flora of a primitive and little- 
known country, such as Iceland must still be deemed. The Princess 
of Wales has been pleased to accept this unpretentious little story- 
book, written in the high latitudes where legends flourish abun- 
dantly." — Public Opinion. " Told with simple eloquence. A happy 
mean of refreshing simplicity which every reader must enjoy." — 
Catholic Times. "The style is fresh and simple, and the little 
volume is altogether very attractive." — Weekly Register, 
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Rest, on the Cross. By E. L. Hervey. Author 
of "The Feasts of Camelot," &c. J2mo., 3s. 6d. 

'* This is a heart-thrilling story of many trials and much anguish 
endured by the heroine. Rest comes to her, where alone it can 
come to all. The little tale is powerfully and vividly told." — 
Weekly Register, "Mrs. Hervey has shown a rare talent in the 
relation of moral tales calculated to fascinate and impress younger 
readers." — Somerset County Gazette, "An interesting and well- 
written religious story for young people." — The Bookseller, "An 
emotional and gushing little novelette." — Church Times, " It is 
impossible for us to know how far the events and situations are real, 
and how far imaginary ; but if real, they are weU related, and if 
imaginary, they are well conceived." — Tablet, " It is written in the 
gendest spirit of charity." — Athenaum. 

From Sunrise to Sunset. A Catholic Tale. 3s. 6d. 

" A story for young readers, with a distinctly religious tendency, 
well .written and interesting." — The Bookseller. "A pleasing tale, 
of which some of the incidents take place in the Grisons of Switzer- 
land. There is a good power of description of scenery, in very clear 
grammatical language. In fact, the purity of style of L. 6. is quite 
an example to the average novel writer.* — Public Opinion. "A 
lively, chatty, pleasant little novel, which can do no harm to any 
one, and may afford amusement to many young persons."— 7a^/«A 

The Feasts of Camelot, with the Tales that were told 
there. By Eleanora Louisa Hervey. 3s. 6d. ; or 
separately, Christmas, is.6d.; Whitsuntide, is.6d. 

" This is really a very charming collection of tales, told as is evi- 
dent from the title, by the Knights of the Round Table, atthe'Court 
of King Arthur. It is good for children and for grown up people 
too, to read these stories of knightly courtesy and adventure and of 
pure and healthy romance, and they have never oeen written in a 
more attractive style than by Mrs. Hervey in this little volume." — 
Tablet, " This is a very charming story book." — Weekly Register. 
" Mrs. Hervey brings the great legendary hero within the, reach of 
children, but the stories are quite sufficiently well told to deserve the 
perusal of more critical readers." — The Month. "These tales are 
well constructed, and not one of them is destitute of interest." — 
Catholic Times, Full of chivalry and knightly deeds, not unmixed 
with touches of quaint humour. " — Court Journal. ' ' A graceful and 
pleasing collection of stories." — Daily News. "There is a high 
purpose in this charming book, one which is steadily pursued — ^it 
is the setting forth of the true meaning of chivalry." — Morning Post, 

A Daughter of St Dominic. By Grace Ramsay 
(Kathleen O'Meara). is. ; stronger bound, 
IS. 6d. ; cloth extra, 2s. 

"A beautiful little work. The narrative is highly interesting.*' — 
Dublin Review. "It is full of courage and faith and Catholic 
heroism. ' ' — Universe. ' ' A beautiful picture of the wonders effected 
by ubiquitous charity, and still more by fervent prayer." — Tablet, 

The Angels and the Sacraments. — Stories for my 
Children, is. j gilt, is. 6d. 
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Stories from many Lands. By E, I* Hervey. 3s. 6d. 

"Very well and, above all, very briefly told. The stories are 
short and varied. The Godmother's Anecdotes are very good 
stories." — Saturday Review. "A great number of short Stories 
and Anecdotes of a good moral tone." — Tablet. "A delightful 
fairy Godmother is this, who promises to rival the famous Princess 
Scheherezade as a story-teller." — Wetkly Register. "Suitable for 
boys and girls of ten or twelve years, and is capable of teaching 
them not a few wholesome truths in an agreeable but really im- 
pressive manner." — Illustrated London News. "A charming col- 
lection of tales, illustrating some great truths." — Church Times. 
* * With a few exceptions each story has ' some heart of meaning in 
it,' and tends to kindle in the mind all that is good and noble." — 
Windsor Gazette. •• A collection of short stories, anecdotes, and 
apologues on various topics, delightfully told." — Athenceum, 

Bessy; or the Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies. 
IS. ; gilt, IS. 6d. 

* ' This is a very good tale to put into the hands of young servants. " 
— Tablet. *' The moral teaching is of course thoroughly Catholic, 
and conveyed in a form extremely interesting." — Weekly Register. 

Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom. By the Author of 
"Industry and Laziness." is., gilt edges, is. 6d. 

" A very tastefully printed book, and the' translation is clear and 
tasteful— well done, in fact."—/mA Monthly, 

Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F. S. 3S.6d. ; 
or separately, is. each, or is. 6d. gilt. 

Tom*s Crucifix, and Pat*s Rosary. 

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan*s Repentance. 

The Old Prayer Book, and Charlie Pearson's Medal. 

Catherine's Promise, and Norah's Temptation. 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a Picture. 

"Simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doctrine." 
— Universe. "This is a volume of short, plain, and simple 
stories, written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion 
practically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light 
before the mental eyes of children. The whole of the tales in the 
volume before us are exceedingly well written." — Weekly Register, 

Fluffy. A Tale for Boys. By M. F. S., author 01 
*' Tom's Crucifix and other Tales." 3s. 6d. 

•' A charming little story. The narrative is as wholesome through 
out as a breath of fresh air, and as beautiful in the spirit of it as a 
beam oi moonWghi."— Weekly Register. "The tale is weU told, 
We cannot help feeling an interest in the fortunes of Fluffy."— TiiW^/. 
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The Three Wishes. A Tale. By M. F. S. 2S. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

" A pretty neatly told story for girls. There is much quiet pathos 
in it and a warm Catholic spirit." — The Motith. " We are glad to 
welcome this addition to the story-books for which the author is 
already favourably known." — United Irishman, "The tale is 
singularly interesting. The story of Gertrude with her gratified 
wish has about it all the interest of a romance, and will, no doubt, 
find especial favour." — Weekly Register, " Like everything which 
M. F. S. writes, the book is full of interest." — Tablet. The chief 
neroine is a striking model of what a young woman ought to be, 
and may become, if animated by sincere desire." — Catholic Times. 

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 

•' We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the 

little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated." — Catholic 

World, "A short, simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the 

power of grace to correct bad temper in a wayward girl" — Weehly 

Register, * 'We are very much pleased with this little book. " — Tablet. 

Catherine grown Older. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt 3s. 

•' Those who are familiar with the history of Catherine in her 
wayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction this 
sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer. 
There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tenderness in 
the manner of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive." 
— Weekly Register. "Catherine's character will delight English 
children."— Tbr^/^r/. 

Simple Tales. Square i6mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d. 

" Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, interspersed 
with some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told 
in such a way as to engage the attention of any child." — Register, 
" This is a little book which we can recommend with great confi- 
dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic." — Catholic 
opinion. " It belongs to a class of books of which the want is 
generally much felt by Catholic parents." — Dublin Review. "Beau- 
tifully written. ' Little Terence ' is a gem of a Tale." — Tablet. 

Terry O'Flinn. By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap. 
8vo. IS. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. 3 gilt, 2s. 

"The writer possesses considerable literary power." — Register, 
"A most singular production." — Universe. "An unpretending 
yet a very touching story. " — \ Vaterford News. ' ' Excellent indeed 
is the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever 
beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts 
and strives to turn us to good." — CatJwlic World. "The idea is 
well sustained throughout." — Church Times, 

Fairy Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley 
Meehan. 6d.; cloth, is. and is. 6d.j gilt, 2s. 

" Full of imagination and dreams, and at th6 same time with ex« 
cellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence 
of infants." — Universe, "Pleasing, simple stories, combining in- 
struction with amusement." — Register. A pretty little book to give 
to imaginative young ones." — Tablet, 
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The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli- 
gion : being the Story of a late Student of 
Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; a Noncon- 
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic 
Church. By Iota, 3s. 6d. ; cheap edition, 2s. 

"Will well repay its x)erusal.*' — Universe. "This precious vol- 
ume. " — Baptist. * • No one will deny ' Iota * the merit of entire origi- 
nality." — Civilian. ** A valuable addition to every Catholic hbrary.' 
Tablet. ' * There is much cleverness in it. ' '— Nonconformist, "Ma- 
licious and wicked.'' — English Independent. "An admirable and 
amusing, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac- 
ters are from VS&" ^-Catholic Opinion^ 

The Village Lily. Fcap. 8vo. is.; gilt, is. 6d. 

" Charming little story." — Weekly Register. 

Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by 
herself, is. ; stronger bound, is. 6d. ; gilt, 2s. 

"It is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of 
Rosalie's illness and First Communion is very well related. We 
can recommend the book for the reading of children." — Tablet. 
" The tenth chapter is beautiful." — Universe. " The lessons incul- 
cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly 
recommend the book." — Waierford News. " This is one of those 
nicely written stories for children which we now and then come 
across." — Catholic World. ' 'Charmingly written. ' ' — Church Herald, 

The Story of Marie and other Tales. 2s. 6d. ; gilt, 3s. 

"A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Catholic in their 
teaching ." — Tablet. ' ' A series of short pretty stories, told with much 
simplicity." — Universe. "A number of short pretty stories, replete 
with religious teaching, told in simple language." — Weekly Register. 

The Mission Cross. An Abstinence Tale. By Mrs. 
Bartle Teeling, author of " Roman Violets," and 
" The Violet Sellers— a Drama." 2s. 

Sir iElfric and other Tales. By the Rev. G. Bamp- 
field. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is. ; gilt, is. 6d. 

The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys. A Tale. By 
M. Taunton, is. 6d. 

"A sad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secure for 
itself readers." — Tablet. " Deeply interesting. It is well adapted 
for parochial and school libraries." — Weekly Register. "A very 
pleasing tale." — The Month. " Simply and naturally told."— /^r*/- 
man^s Journal. 

My Lady at Last A Tale. By M. Taunton, author of 
" The Last of the Catholic O'Malleys." 3s. 6d. 
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Clare's Sacrifice. An impressive little tale, for First 
Communicants. By C. M. O'Hara. 6d. 

Agnes Wilmott's History, and the Lessons it Taught. 
By M. A. Pennell, author of " Bertram Eldon," 
'* Nellie Gordon,'' &c is. 6d. 

Killed at Sedan. A Novel. By Samuel Richardson, 
A.B., B.L., of the Middle Temple. los. 6d. 

Eagle and Dove. From the French of Z^naide 
Fleuriot, by Emily Bowles. 5 s. ; cheaper, 2 s. 6d. 

"We recommend our readers to pemse this well-written story." — 
Register. " One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into." 
— Church Times, "Admirable in tone and purpose." — Church 
Herald, "A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty 
fictions got up by English writers." — Dublin Review. "There is 
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volumei nor is there any 
attempt at sensation." — Tablet. 

Legends of the 13th Century. By the Rev. Henry 
Collins. 3s. ; or in 3 vols., is. 6d. each. 

" A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as legends and none the 
less profitable for example, consolation, and encouragement."-— 
Wetkly Register. ' ' The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching, 
and they are almost all authenticated." — Tablet. * ' Well translated 
and beautifully got up." — The Month. " Full of heavenly wisdom," 
— Catholic Opinion. ' ' The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's 
* Christian Perfection.'" — Dublin Review. 

Little Books of St Nicholas. Tales for Children. 
By Rev. F. Drew. is. each. 

I. Oremus; 2. Dominus Vobiscum ; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per 
Jesum Christum ; 5. Veni Creator ; 6. Credo ; 7. Ave 
Maria ; 8. Ora pro nobis ; 9. Corpus Christi ; 10. Dei 
Genitrix; 11. Requiem ; 12. Miserere; 13. Deo Gratias; 
14. Guardian Angel. [Numbers i to 8 are ready.] 

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By RKing. Gilt, 2S. 
Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret's Little 
Neighbours. By Miss Plues. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 

"There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to 
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful 
for any help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who 
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty." 
— Month. *' We do not know of a better book for reading aloud to 
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary." — 
Tablet. lUustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each 
with the practice of some particular virtue." — Catholic O^nion, 
* * This pretty book carries out a very good idea, much wanted, to 
impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture or 
story of each mystery of the Rosary." — Dublin Review, 
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The Rose of Venice. A Venetian Tale. By S. Chris- 
topher. Crown 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

" A very interesting and well-told story." — The Month. 

Margarethe Verflassen. Translated from the German 
by Mrs. Smith Sligo. is. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d. 

" A portrait of a very holy and noble soul, whose life was passed 
in constant practical acts of the love of God." — Weekly Register. 
"It is the picture of a true woman's life, well fitted up with the 
practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all 
the works of mercy." — Tablet, "Those who may wish to know 
something about Convent life will find it faithfully pourtrayed in 
every important particular in the volume before us. We cordially 
commend it to our readers." — Northern Star, 

Ned Rusheen. By Sister M. F. Clare. 2s. 

The Prussian Spy. A Novel. 4s. nett. 

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By Miss Bridges. 
Fcap. 8vo. IS. 

Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d. 
The Lost Children of Mount St. Bernard. Gilt, 6d. 
The Baker's Boy ; or, the Results of Industry. 6d. 
A Broken Chain. i8mo. gilt, 6d. 
Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet. Svo. 3s. 6d. 
Cardinal Wolsey. By Agnes Stewart. 6s. 
Margaret Roper. By the same author. 6s. 
Cardinal Pole. By the same author. 7s. 6d., gilt, los. 
Earl Nugent's Daughter. By the same author. 5 s. 
Sir Thomas More. By the same author. 7s., gilt, 9s. 
The Yorkshire Plot. By the same author. 6s. 
Bishop Fisher. By the same author. 7 s. 
Life in the Cloister. By the same author. 3s. 6d. 
Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d. 
Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 2s. 
Percy Grange. By the same author. 2s, 
Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 
Sir Humphrey's Trial. By the same author. 2 s. 
The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the Early 
Church. By Rev. A. J. O'Reilly. D.D. 3s. 6d. 

^ - 
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The Catholic ** Pilgrim's Progress '* — The Journey of 
Sophia and Eulalie to the Palace of True Hap- 
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradbury, 
Mount St. Bernard's, is. 6d., better bound, 3s. 6d. 

" The book is essentially suited to women, and especially to those 
who purpose devoting themselves to the hidden life of sanctity. It 
will prove, however, a useful gift to many young ladies whose lot is 
in the world." — Weekly Register. "This mode of teaching imparts 
an extraordinary degree of vividness and rt»\\\y."— Church Review, 
" Unquestionably the book is one that for a certain class of minds 
will have a great charm." — The Scotsman. " No one can weary 
with the perusal, and most people will enjoy it very much." — Tablet, 

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. i2mo., is. 
Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl ; or Lost and Saved. 

By M. A. Pennell. 6d. 
Tim O'Halloran's Choice ; or, From Killamey to 

New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d. 

The Silver Teapot. By Elizabeth King. i8mo., 2d. 

The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss 
Mulholland. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 5 s. 

Legends of the Saints. By M. F. S., author of "Stories 
of the Saints." Square i6mo., 3s. 6d. 

" A pretty little book, couched in studiously simple language." — 
Church Times. "A number of short legends, told in simple lan- 
guage for young readers by one who has already given us two 
charming volumes of 'Stories of the Saints.'" — Tablet. "Here 
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging 
over a vast geographical area. Not one of them will be passed 
over by the reader." — Catholic Times. "A delightful boon for 
youthful readers." — Weekly R easier, "It is got up in the most 
attractive as well as substantial style as regard^ binding, paper, and 
typography, while the simple and beauti^l legends are told in a 
graceful and flowing manner, which^cannot fail to rivet the attention 
and interest of the youthful reader." — United Irishman, 

Stories of the Saints. By M. F. S. ist Series, 3s. 6d., 
gilt, 4s. 6d. 2nd Series, 3s. 6d., gilt, 4s. 6d. 
3rd Series, 3s. 6d. 4th Series, 3s. 6d. 5th 
Series, 3s. 6d. 

"As lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day." — 
Weekly Register. "Interesting not only for children but for pel - 
sons of every age and degree." — Tctblet, "A great desideratum. 
Very pleasantly written." — The Month. "A very attractive volume, 
A delightful book." — Union Review, "Admirably adapted for 
reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading."— 
Catholic Opinion, " Being full of anecdotes, they are especially 
attractive.' — Church Herald, " Well selected." — Dublin Review, 
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Stories of Holy Idves. By M. F. S. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d. 

"The stories seem well put together/'— T^iil^ Month. "It sets 
before us clearly and in simple language the most striking featutes 
in the character and history of many whose very names are dear to 
the hearts of Catholics."— Tiz^/^/. 

Stories of Martyr Priests. ByM. F. S. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

" The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such 
an earnest aii of reality about every page that the youthful reader 
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and can believe that be is 
' listening to a story.' " — Weekly Re^ster, " It has been the task 
of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present 
the lives of these Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form, 
so that, while laying before the youthful minds deeds as thrilling as 
any to be found In the pages of romance, a chapter in her histoiy is 
laid open which is at once the glory and the shame of England." — 
United Irishman, " Short memoirs well written and which cannot 
fail to attract not only ' the Catholic Boys of England,' to whom the 
book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to 
whom the Catholic faith is dear." — Tablet. " Sad stories of over 
thirty Priests who perished for conscience sake." — Catholic Times. 
"No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these 
Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far and 
wide." — Dublin Review. 

The Story of the Life of St. PauL By M. F. S., author 
of "Legends of the Saints," &c. 2s. 6d. and 
IS. 6d. 

"A rao^t attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of 
'Tom's Crucifix and o^\\qx l2\t&:*'— Weekly Register. "The 
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most effec- 
tively, and has made the most of them." — Catholic Times, 

Bible Stories from the Old Testament. Twelve Stories 
of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in 
the fortunes of God's ancient Church, by throwing 
the Scripture narrative into a slightly different 
form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2s. 6d. 
Cheaper edition, is. 6d. 

Contents :— The Sacrifice of Abel.— The Ship of Safety. — ^The 
City of Confusion. — Melchisedech, King of Salem. — ^The Sabbath 
Breaker.— Achan.— The Child Prophet of Silo.— The Building of the 
Temple.— The Altar at Beth-El.— The Repentance of Nineve. — 
The Furnace of Babylon. — The Prophecy of Malachias. 

Life of St. Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess, 
Patroness of North Wales and Shrewsbury. By 
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispijsce, as. 

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti- 
fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders 
from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges,4to. 25s. 
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Albertus Magnus : his Life and Scholastic Labours. 
From original Documents. By Professor Sighart. 
Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a 
Portrait. 8vo., 6s. ; cheap edition, 3s, 6d. 

"A translation of Dr. Sighart 's 'Albertus Magnus ' will be wel- 
come in many quarters. The volume is admirably printed and 
beautifully got up, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of 
B. Albert's portrait after Fiesole."— Z)«^/j» Review, " Albert the 
Great is not well known ... yet he is pne of those pioneers of in- 
ductive philosophy whom our modern men of science cannot with- 
out black ingratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only 
to those who value the sanctity of life, but to those also who try, as 
he did, to wrest from nature the reason of her doing&,"—The Month, 
" The volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it carries the 
reader through most of the scenes of Albert's life with a graphic 
power . . . We recommend this book as worthy a place in every 
library."— Ca/A^/«V Times. "The fullest record that has ever been 
penned of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the 
Chmch."— Weekly Register, " The book is extremely interesting, 
full of information, and displays great power of research and critical 
judgment. . . . The volume is eminently worth perusal." — Tablet, 
" One of the most interesting religious biographies recently issued 
from the Catholic press." — Irish Monthly, 

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy 
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy. 
2 vols., I OS. : — or separately: — 

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother 
Jeanne Charlotte de Br^chard, Mother Peronne 
Marie de Chatel, Mother Claude Agnes Joli de 
la Roche. 6s. 

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie 
Aimde de Chantal, Sister Fran9oise Gabrielle 
Bally, Sister Marie Denise de Martignat, Sister 
Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Peronne Fer- 
net, Sister Marie S^raphique de Chamflours. 6s. 

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and 
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated 
by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph, 5s. 

Life of S. Bernardine 01 Siena. With a portrait, 5s. 

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, 5 s. 

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista 

Varani. With a portrait, 5s. 
Life of S. John of God. With a portrait, 5s. 
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The Lives of the Early Popes. By Rev. Thomas 
Meyrick, M.A., 2 vols., 8vo» St Peter to St. 
Silvester, 4s. 6d. From the time of Constan- 

' tine to Charlemagne, 5s. 6d. 

Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo Belcari. 
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832. 
With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Sister Mary Frances of the Five Wounds. From 
the Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. 2s. 6d. 

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel- 
stan. By E. A. M., author of " Rosalie, or the 
Memoirs of a French Child," " Life of Paul 
Seigneret," &c. 1 s. ; better bound, 2s. 6d. 

" The great interest of the book, even above the %tory of the con* 
version of her husband, is the question of education. The essay 
on the bringing up of children and the comparative merits and de- 
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful 
study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc- 
tion." — The Month, * ' Her judgments are always wise. " — Catholic 
Opinion. ** We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra- 
phical sketch. It offers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to 
edify all" ^Tadlet, 

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice. 
6d.j cloth, IS. ; better bound, is. 6d.; gilt, 2s. 

" An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa- 
vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people." 
— Universe. "We commend it to parents with sons under their 
care, and especially do we recommend it to those who are charged 
with the education and training of our Catholic youth." — Register, 

Inner Life of P^re Lacordaire. By Pfere Chocarne. 
Translated by Augusta Theodosia Drane. 6s. 6d. 

Life of Sister Mary Chenibina Clare of S. Francis. With 
Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d. 

Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit By Canon Doyle, 
O.S.B. With a Photograph. i2mo., 3s. 6d. 

St. Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her 

Institute. i2mo., 3s. 
Life of St. Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s. 
Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c. By M. J. 

Arnold. 2s. 6d. 
Prince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young. 

By Rosa Mulholland. is. 6d. Cheap edition, 6d. 

' ' ' ■..-■ -■■■. — ---, - - -■ _ ■ ^^^ » 
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Life of Rev. Fr. Hermann (Discalced Carmelite). 
From the French of the Abbd Charles Sylvani. 
By Mrs. Raymond-Barker. 3s. 6d. and 4s. 6d. 

Life and Miracles of St. Benedict. From St. Gregory 
the Great, by Rev. Dom E. J. Luck. 4to., 
IDS. 6d. With 52 large Photographs, 31s. 6d. 
Small Edition, fcap. 8vo., 2s. ; stronger bound, 
2s. 6d. 

Life of St. Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s. 

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the 
Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the 
Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. 2s. 6d. 
netU 

Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigl From the French 
of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d.; 
better bound, 5s. 

Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d. 

Life of Father Mathew. By Sister Mary Francis 
Clare. 2s. 6d. 

Life of St Patrick. i2mo. is.; 8vo. los., gilt. 

Life of St. Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland, is. 

The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr. 
Husenbeth. Illustrated. 5 s, 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Our Blessed 
Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. is. 

Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury, is. and is. 6d. 

Life of St. Francis of Assisi. From St. Bonaventure. 
By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d. 

Life of St. German. 3s. 6d. 

Life of Cardinal Wiseman, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 4d. 

Pius IX, By J. F. Maguire. 6s. 

Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G. White. 6d. 

Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin, is. 
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Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes: a Faithful Narrative of 
the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin. By F. C. 
Husenbeth, D.D. i8mo. 6d. ; cloth, is.; with 
Novena, is. ; cloth, is. 6d. Novena, separately, 
4d. j Litany, id., or 6s. per loo. Medal, id. 

A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the 
Summer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two 
Illustrations, 2s. 

The History of the Blessed Virgin. By Orsini. Trans- 
lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d. 

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the 
Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s. nett 

Life of the Ven. Elizabeth Canori Mora. From the 
Italian, with Preface by Lady Herbert, and 
Photograph. 3s. 6d. 

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu- 
tion of the Barricades. (1796 — 1849.) By the 
Chevalier O'Clery, M.P., K.S.G. 8vo. 7s. 6d. \ 
cheap edition, 3s. 6d. 

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph 
Powel, Z.P. With 4 Engravings. 8vo. 2s. 

"It affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho- 
lic public." — Tablet. " Familiar names meet the eye on every pages 
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or 
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical Zouaves, the 
history of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their 
sufferings, and their troubles, wiU be valued as something more than 
•A contribution to modem Roman history." — Freeman's youmal, 

Rome and her Captors. Letters collected and edited 
by Count Henri dTdeville, and translated by 
F. R. Wegg-Prosser. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

"The letters describe the attempted capture of Rome by Gari- 
baldi ; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the 
seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel." — Dublin Review, ** A series 
of letters graphically depicting the course of political events in Italy, 
and showing in its true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontese 
government, the intrigues of Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which 
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the 
volume to our readers.' — Church Herald. *' One of the most op- 
portune contributions that could be made to popular literature." — 
Cork Examiner, " We have read the book carefully, and have 
found it full of interest."— Ca/^/iV Opinion, 

JR. Washbourne^ iZJ^aternoster Row, London. 
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Personal Recollections of Rome. By VV. J. Jacob, 
Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. 6d. 

"An interesting description of the Eternal City . . . The value of 
the Pamphlet is enhanced by a catena of authorities on the Tem- 
poral Power."— ra^/tf/. "All will read it with pleasure, and many 
to their profit." — Weekly Register, " We cordially recommend an 
attentive perusal of Mr. Jacob's book."— A^a/<'0». 

To Rome and Back. Fly-leaves from a Flying Tour. 
Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. i2mo., 2s. 

"Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says, 
Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than 
of place and scene. ' To Rome and Back ' refers to Rome and 
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as beautiful a celebra- 
tion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared. " — Weekly 
Register, " We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a 
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's 
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with 
the noble, the beautiful, and the true."— ZA^ Month, " A charming 
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much 
thought in parts of the hooY.*'— Dublin Review, 

The First Apostles of Europe. The 2nd Edition of 
"The Conversion of the Teutonic Race." By 
Mrs. Hope. 2 vols, crown 8vo. los. 

"Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the 
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome and 
the world in general. . . It is a great thing to find a writer of a 
book of this class so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth 
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly 
unknown— or worse than unknown, utterly misconceived — by most 
of the writers of our smaller literature." — Saturday Review, "A 
brilliant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and the 
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly 
formed the An^lo-Saxon, or, more correctly, English people. . . . 
Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as 
well as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed.* 
— Northern Star, " This is a real addition to our Catholic litera- 
ture."— Ta^/^/. 

Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the 
Rev. Fr. Philpin. With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s.; 
cheap edition, 2 s. 6d. 

" Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi- 
nary, and natural evidence, 'and gives an admirable summary of the 
witness of the early centuries regarding the holy places of Jerusalem, 
with archaeological and architectural proofs. It is a complete trea- 
tise of the subject." — Month, "The author treats his subject with 
a thorough system,][and a competent knowledge." — Church Herald, 
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BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MARSHALL. 

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church. 
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. is. 

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago : 
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a 
Bachelor of Arts. is. ; cloth, is. 6d. 

•' The writing is full of brilliancy and point."— ra^/^/. « It will 
deservedly attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness 
of its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro- 
bably gives of an individual experience." — The Month. 

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. 6d. 

"A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands his 
subject, and in addition is possessed of a rare power of language in 
which to put before others what he himself knows so well." — Uni- 
verse. "There are few writers so well able to make things plain 
and intelligible as the author of ' The Comedy of Convocation.' . . . 
The lecture is a model of argument and style." — Register. 

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic 
Church. (Can only be had bound up with 
" Marsh all iana.") 

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con- 
ference on Church Defence, is. 

*' * Church Defence' is characterised by the same caustic irony, 
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis- 
tinguished its predecessor, the • Comedy of Convocation.' ... A 
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with." — Tablet. 
" Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic 
observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders 
wince as much as it is to make all others smile."- Nonconformist, 

Marshalliana — The above 5 pamphlets in one volume, 
426 pages, 8vo., published at los. in paper 
covers, now oflfered for 6s. in cloth* 
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Dramas, Comedies, Farces, {Set also page 26.) 

Mary, Queen of Scots. Tragedy in Three Acts. 
Mixed, IS. 6d. 

Bluebeard; or, the Key of the Cellar. Drama in 
Three Acts. Children, 6d. 

The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Children. 
6d. 

Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes. 
Children, 6d 

St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male, is. 

St. William of York. A Drama in Two Acts. Male. 6d. 

He would be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. 
Male. 2s. 

He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male. 6d. 

The Enchanted Violin. Comedy in Two ^Acts. 
Male. 6d. 

Finola. An Opera, from Moore's Melodies, in Four 
Acts. IS. 

Shandy Maguire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male. 2s. 

The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act. 
By W. H. A. Female. 6d. 

The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts. 
Female. 6d. 

ErnsclifF Hall; or, Two Days spent with a Great 
Aunt. A Drama in Three Acts. Female. 6d. 

Filiola. A Drama in Four Acts. Female. 6d. 

The Secret. Drama in One Act. Female, is. 

The Convert Martyr; or, Dr. Newman's " Callista," 
dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2s. 

Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgated 
edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s. 
Comedies, in a separate volume, 3s. 6d. 



Road to Heaven. A game for family parties, is. & 2s. 
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Catalogrue of Books from America. 

* Words b Italic thus {FrienMy) signify thAt the book is A section of the one 

referred to in Italic 

Adrentorei Of a Captain. By Lady Blanche Murphy ... fi 6 

Adyentnres of a Casqaet, Tbe. 2s. 6d., superior edition ... 4 o 

African FkUola ... ... ... ... — 6 o 

Alba'g Dream, and other Stories ... ... •• 6 o 

Alice Hannon, and other Tales. By an " Exile of Erin "... 6 o 

Alice Blordan, the Blind Kan's Daughter ... ... 3 o 

All for Love ; or, from the Manger to the Cross ... ... 8 o 

Almanack, Catholic Home. Beautifully illustrated ...16 

Alios*! Chnrdi History. 3 vols. ... ... .-. 60 o 

Amnlett The, and Poor OentlenuuL By Conscience ... 6 o 
Angel Onlde ; or, Year of First Communion ... ...40 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix ... ... ... a 6 

Apostleshlp of Prajrer. By Rev. H. Rami^re ... ... 6 o 

Apostolic, An, Woman ; Sister Francis Xavier ... ... 10 o 

Appeal, An, and a Defiance. By Cardinal Deschamps ... 2 o 

Ars Rhetorlca. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne ... 3 o 

Assnnta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches... ... 6 o 

Aurelia ; or, The Jews of Capena Gate. By Quinton ... 6 o 

BarfMura Lelgli. A Christmas Sketch. By A. L. S. ... 3 o 

Beauties of the Catholic Church. By Fr. Shadlier ... 8 o 

Belledus' Trlduum and Spiritual Conferences ... ... 4 o 

Benedict.s (Bt).ManuaL By Rev. Fr. Meyer, O.S.B. ... 6 6 

Bertha ; or, The Consequence of a Fault, as. 6d. and ... 4 o 

Better Part, The. A Tale from Real Life ... ... 2 6 

Bible. Large 4to., morocco elegant, with clasps ... ...72 o 

Bible. 4to. , cloth, 21s. ; French morocco, 27s. 6d. ; morocco 34 o 

Bible. 8vo., cloth, 8s. ; persian calf, 21s. ; morocco ... 25 o 
Bible. i8mo., cloth, 6s.; roan, 7s.; persian calf, 9s. ; 

morocco, i2s. ; extra gilt ... ... ... 14 o 

Bible History lor the Use of Catholic Schools. By a 

Teacher. Illustrated ... ... ... ... 5 o 

Bible History for the Use of Schools. By Bishop Gilmour. 

Illustrated ... ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Blanche de Uarsllly. An Episode of the Revolution ... 2 6 

Blessed Virgin in North America, Devotion to. By Fr. 

Macleod ... ... ... ... ... ... 5 ^ 

Blessed Virgin, Life of the. By Bishop Dupanloup ... 10 o 
Blind Friend of the Poor. Mgr. deSegur ... ... 20 

Book of the Professed. By author of " Golden Sands" ... 5 o 

Buxice's Sermons and Lectures. 3 vols. ... ... 30 o 

Butler's Lives of the Saints. 4 vols., 36s. ; gilt 42s. ; or, 

boundin2 vols., 28s. ; gilt ... ... ... ...36 

See Lives of t he Saints 
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Cabin's Sermons and Leotures ... ... ... 10 o 

Captain Bongemont ; or, the Miraculous Conversion ... 2 6 

Cassllda ; or, The Moorish Princess of Toledo ... ... 2 6 

Catherine (8t) of Genoa, Life ... ... ... ... 5 o 

Catholic Keepsake. A Gift Book for all Seasons ... 5 o 

Catholic Priest and Scientists. By Rev. J. W. Vahey ... 90 

Catholicity In the GaroUnas and Oeorgla. By Fr. O'Connell 12 o 

ChzlBt In His Church ; Busingen's Church History, translated 

by Rev. R. Brennan. Illustrated ... ... ...90 

Christian Life and Vocation. By Rev. J. Berthier ... 5 o 

Christian Father. From the German of Rev. W. Cramer. 

IS. 6d. paper, 2s. 6d. gilt ... ... ... 3 o 

Christian Mother. Ditto, same prices. 

Christian Truths. Lectures by Rt. Rev. Bishop Chatard 6 o 

Christmas for our dear Little Ones, The First. Illustrated 5 o 

Church and Moral World. By Rev. A. J. Th^baud, S.J. ... 15 o 

Church and the OentUe World. By the same. 3 vols. ...24 o 

Church History, i By Alzog, 3 vols., 60s. 2 By Darras, 

4 vols., 48s. 3 By Busingen, 9s. 4 By Brennan, 4s. 6d. 

5 By Noethen, 8s. 

Cloister Legends. By £. M. Stewart ... ...40 

Commandments of Ood. By Rev. M. MUller ... ... 10 o 

Communion, Holy. By Hubert Lebon ... ... ...40 

Conscience's Works, 8 vols. ... ... ... ... 32 o 

The Amulet, 4s. ; The Conscript and Blind Rosa, 4s. ; 

Count Hugo, 4s. ; The Fisherman's Daughter, 4s. ; 

Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic and Gertrude, 

4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The Young Doctor, 4s. 
Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience ... ...40 

Conyert, The : Leaves from My Experience. By Brownson 8 o 
Counsels for each Day In the Week [Friendly*) ... ...06 

Counsels of a Catholic Mother to her Daughter ... 2 6 
Count Hugo, of Oraenhoye. By Conscience ... ... 4 6 

Orasset's Devout Meditations... ... ... ...80 

Crown of Heaven, The. From the German of Stoeger ... 6 c 
Crown of Thorns, Mystery of . By a Passionist Father ... 5 o 
Dalaradla ; or, The Days of King Milcho. By W. Collins 4 o 
Darras's Church History. 4 vols. ... ... ... 48 o 

I>lgnlty, Authority, and Duties of Parents. By Rev. M. 

MUller ... ... ... ... ... ... 12 o 

Divine Paraclete. Sermons. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o 
Divine Sanctuary, The. By the Rev. T. S. Preston ... 5 o 
Divinity of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosecrans ... 2 6 
Dumb Boy ... ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Dupont (L6on Papln-) Life of iHoly Man of Tours) ... 6 o 

^. Washbourmj 18 Paternoster J^ow, London. 
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Ecclewlairtlcal Law. Etoments ot By Rev. S. B. Smith, D.D. 20 o 
„ Vol. 2, Ecdeslastioal Trials ... ...20 o 

w<*«« By Mrs. Craven ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Emerald Ctonu. Irish Fireside Tales ... ... .,.60 

EplstleB and Gospels. Explanation ol ByGoffine ... 9 o 
Etliel Hamilton. By Anna T. Sad Her ... ... ... 3 o 

EacharlBt, (Blessed) our Greatest Treasure. By Rev. 

M. ^fuller ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Encharist (Holy) and Penance. By Rev. M. MuUer ... 8 o 
Eugenie de Guerin's Letters ... ... ... ... 8 o 

European ClYllizatlon. Protestantism and Catholicity 

Compared. By Balmes ... ... ... ... 12 o 

Eyidenoes of Catholicity. By Archbishop Spalding ... 10 6 
Faith of Onr Fatliers, The. By Rev. Archbishop Gibbons 4 o 

Cheap edition, in paper covers. 2s. 
Father Oswald. A Genuine Catholic Story ... ...40 

FicUe Fortune. A Story of Place La Gr^ve ... 40 

First Communicants, Instructions for. By Dr. Schmitt ... 2 6 
First Communion (My). From the German of Fr. Buchmann 4 o 
First Communion, Tear of. [Angel Guide) ... ...40 

Fisherman's Daughter, The. By Conscience ... ...40 

Fisherman's Daughter. Translated by Mrs. Monroe, 2s. 6d. & 4 o 
Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey ... ... 4 o 

Francis' (St.) Manual for Members of Third Order. 824 pp. 4 o 
Francis of Sales (St ), Maxims of, for eyery day ... 2 6 

Francis of Sales (St), New Tear Greetings ... ... i o 

Francis Xavier (St.), Life of. From the Italian of Bartoli 8 o 
Friendly Voice ; or. the Daily Monitor ... ... ... 06 

Future of Catholic Peoples. By Baron de Haulleville ... 6 o 
Genius of Christianity. By Chateaubriand ... ... zo 6 

Gertrude (St) Manual; or Spirit of Devotion, 504 pages ... 4 o 
God our Father. By a Father of the Society of Jesus neU. 2 o 
God the Teacher of Mankind. By Rev. M. MttUer : 

Holy Eucharist and Penance ... ... ...80 

The Greatest and the First Commandment ... ... 10 o 

Precepts of the Church ... ... ... ... 9 o 

Dignity, Authority, and Duties of Parents ... ... 12 *o 

Sacramentals, Prayer, Vices and Virtues, Perfection, eta 9^0 
Good Thoughts for Priest and People ; or. Short Meditations 

for Every Day in the Year. By Rev. T. Noethan ... 8 o 
Gofflne's Epistles and Gospels ... ... ... ... 9 o 

Golden Sands. First and Second Series, each, 4s. ; Third Series 3 o 
Golden Sands. Illustrated ... ... ... ...80 

Governess, The ; or, The Effects of Good Example. By 

G. H. Miles ... ... ... ... ... 3 6 

Great-Grandmother's Secret, The. as. 6d., superior edition 4 o 
Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated ... nett. 2 o 
Gretchen's Gift ; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. I^ S. ... 30 

Guardian Angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abb^ Chardon ... 40 
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Happlneea of Being Rich and RlckeUcketack, etc. By 

Conscience 
Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the Society of Jesus 
Hill's Elements of FhlloBopliy. 2 vols. 
History, Compendium of. ByKerney ... 
Holy Man of Tours ; or, the Life of L^on Papin-Dupont ... 
Household Science. By author of " Golden Sands " 
Idols; or, The Secret of the Rue Chauss^e d'Antin 
Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.J. ... 
Intellectual Philosophy. By Rev. J. De Concilio 
Invitation Heeded. By James Kent Stone 
Irish Faith In America. Recollections of a Missionary ... 
Irish Fireside Tales (^x»^ra/((/)... 

Irish Martyrs and Confessors, Lives of. By Myles O'Reilly 12 
Irish Race (The) Past and the Present. By Fr. Th^baud 
Jesuits 1 The. By Paul Feval ... 
Joint Venture, The ; a Tale in Two Lands 
Eemey's Compendium of History 

King's Page, The, and other Stories. By Anna T. Sadlier 
Knowledge and Love of Jesus Christ. St. Jure. 3 vols. ... 
Lacordaire's Conferences : God and Man, Jesus Christ, 

i^iie ... ... ... ... ... eacn 

Lacordalre's Letters to Young Men 

Lenten Sermons. By Fr. Segueri. 2 vols. 

LEO Zin., Life and Acts of. With a Sketch of the Last Days 

of Pius IX. Edited by Rev. J. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated 
Leper's Son ... ... ... ... ... 

Letters of a Toung Irishwoman to her Sister ... 

Life of our Lord and the Blessed Virgin. By Rev. R. 

Brennan. Large 4to., illustrated, half-morocco 

Liguori (St) Life Of ... 

Literature. Student's Handbook By Rev. O. L. Jenkins 

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart 

Little Saint of Nine Tears. From French of Mgr. de Segur 

Little Orator, and other Tales ... 

Little Treatise on the Little Virtues. By Fr. Robert!, S.J. 

Little Treatise on Little Sufferings 

Lives of the Deceased Bishops of the Catholic Church in 

the United States. By R. H. Clarke. 2 vols. ... 30 o 

Lives of the Saints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 36s. ; gilt, 

40s.; or bound in 2 vols., 8 vo., 28s. ; gilt ... ...36 o 

Lives of the Saints, Pictorial, with Reflection for Every Day 15 o 

Lives of Patron Saints. Illustrated (A7/r<7;») ... ... 10 o 

Louisa Kirkbrlde. By Fr. Th^baud. Illustrated ... 10 o 

Loretto; or, The Choice. By G. H. Miles ... ... 3 6 

Ludovic and Oertrude, and Young Doctor. By Conscience 6 o 

Luther (Martin), Life of. By Rev. W. Stang ... ...16 
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Kaidens of Hallowed Names ... 

iToji^Miaii* ; The Orphan of the Via Media 

Ma^mifti of the Sacred mnt (to repress Intemperance) ... 

KaroeUe. A True Story, as. 6d., siiperior edition 

Margaret Xary (Blessed), Letters of (Sacred Neati) 

Maxriage, Sure Way to a Happy. By Fr. Taylor, is. 6d. 

]>aper, 2S. 6d. gilt 
Kary, The Knowledge of. By Rev. J. de Concilio 
Mary Magdalene (St), Life of ... 
Mass (The). History of. By Rev. J. O'Brien ... 
Mass (The). The Holy Sacrifice for the Living and the 

Dead. By Michael Miiller, CSS. R.... 
Meditations, Deyout By Crasset. Translated by Dorsey 
Meditations for Every Day. By Vercruysse. 2 vols. 
Mlracnloos (Conversion (Ctf^/^zxVf) 
Moidc's Pardon. Translated by Anna T. Sadlier... 
Monks of the West. By the Count de Montalembert 2 vols. 
Moorish Princess of Toledo (6Vzj^'A/a) ... 
More (Sir Thomas). By Mrs. Monroe ... 
Mother of Washington, and other Tales. 
Moard, Life of Bev. M J. B. By Rt Rev. Dom Robot, O. S. B. 
Mysterious B^fgar 

Mysterious C^Ue. A Tale of the Middle Ages ... 
Names that Live In Catholic Hearts ... 
Neptune, The, at the Ckflden Horn. Illustrated... 
New Tear Greetings. By St. Francis de Sales ... 
Noethen's Church History 
Novitiate, Souvenir of the 

O'Mahony ,' The, Chief of the Comeraghs. A Tale of '98 . . . 
Only a Waif. By R. A. Braendle (' Pips *) 
Orphan of Alsace 

Orphan of Moscow. By Mrs. Sadlier ... 
Paradise of Qod : or, the Virtues of the Sacred Heart 
Paradise on Barth 

Pastoral Medldne. Capellmann. Trans, by Rev. W. Dassel 
Patlra. From the French of Raoul de Navery 
Patron Saints. By £. A. Starr. Illustrated 
Paullsts' Sermons : Five Minutes, 1864, 1865, 1871, each... 
Pearl among the Virtues, The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S.J. 
Pearl of Antloch. By Abbe Bay le 

Perlco the Sad ; or, the Alvareda Family, and other Stories 
Phllomena (St.), Life and Miracles of ... 
Philosophy, Elements of, comprising Logic and General 

Principles of Metaphysics. By Rev. Fr. Hill, S.J. 
Philosophy, Ethics, or Moral. By W. H. Hill. S.J. 
Plus DL. Last Days of. By Rev. J. £. Keller, S.J. 
Poor Qentleman. and Amulet. By Conscience ... 
Praxis Synodalls 

Precepts of the Church. By Rev. M. MUIler ... 
Prlestof Auvrlgny, The, etc. ... 
Protestant Reformation. By Archbishop Spalding. 2 vols., 

2 IS. Cheap edition in z vol. 
Protestant Reformation, &c. By Rev. T. S. Preston ... 
Protestant and Catholic Civilization Compared {Future) 

Raphaela. By Mile. Monniot 

Ravlgnan (Pr.), S. J. , Life ot By Fr.^ de Ponlevoy 

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row ^ London. J 



5 





4 





3 





4 





3 





4 
6 







2 


6 


8 





10 





8 





20 





2 


6 


6 


6 


30 

2 


6 
6 


6 





I 





6 





2 





6 





4 
4 


6 
6 


I 





8 





4 
6 






4 

2 



6 


3 


• 


4 

2 




6 


6 





6 


6 


10 





6 





3 
6 







6 





2 


6 


8 





8 





6 





6 





4 





9 

2 



6 


14 





4 
6 






7 


6 


12 






R, Washboum^s American Publications. 25 

XvOUlilBOf XUO >•• ••• ••• ••• ii> 

JRellglOUB, The. By Rev. J. B. St. Jure. 2 vols. 

Repertorlum Oratorls Sacri: Outlines of 600 Sermons. 4 vols. 

Rldiard ; or, Devotion to the Stuarts, 2s. 6d. superior edition 

Rituaie Roxnanuxn. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed 
by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, 16s. ; morocco 

Rosary. The, and the Flye Scapulars. By Rev. M. MtiUer 

SacramentalB, Prayer, Vices and Virtues, Christian Per- 
fection, etc. By Rev. M. MUller ... 

Sacred Chant, Manual of. By Fr. Mohr 

Sacred Heart, Deyotlons to. By Rev. S. Franco, S.J. 2s. & 

Sacred Heart, Deyotlons to (Z.}'///^ r/r/i/^j) 

Sacred Heart, Hours with 

Sacr^ Heart, Manual. By Fr. Schouppe 

Sacred Heart, Pearls from the Casket of 

Sacred Heart, Virtues of. By Pere Boudreaux, S.J. 

Sally Cavanagh. ByJ. C. Kickham 

Sanctuary Boy's Illustrated Manual ... 

Scapulars (Flye), The Deyotion of. By Rev. M. MUller ... 

Sermon at the Month's Mind of Most Rev. Abp. Spalding 

Sermons for Byery Sunday, etc. : Catholic Pulpit 

Sermons, Short, for Low Masses. By Rev. Fr. Schouppe 

Sermons, Repertorlum Oratorls Sacrl. 4 vols. 

Sermons. Diylne Paraclete. By Rev. T. S. Preston 

Sermons. By the Paulists, 1864, 1865, 1671. Five Minutes, 

CnV/U ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• ••• 

Sermons and Lectures. By Father Burke, O. P. 3 vols. 

Sermons, Lectures, and Discourses. By Bp. Spalding ... 

Sermons, One Hundred Short. By Rev. Fr. Thomas ... 

Sermons on Our Lord, the B.V.M., and Moral Subjects. 
By Cardinal Wiseman. 2 vols. 

Sermons (63), Preached In the Albany County Peni- 
tentiary. By Rev. T. Noethen 

Sermons, Lectures, ftc., of Rey. Dr. D. W. Cahlll 

Sermons or Lectures. By E Chatard [Christian Truths) 

Seton, Mgr., Essays on various subjects, chiefly Roman ... 

Seton, Mrs., Order of Sisters of CQiarlty 

Short Stories on Christian Doctrine ... 

Signs and Ceremonies, Teaching Truth by. Illustrated ... 

Sister Natalie. By Mrs. Craven 

Sisters of Charity, Manual of ... 

Six Sunny Months, and other Stories 

Society of Jesus, History of. By Daurignac 

Spaldtaig (Archbishop), Life of ... 

Spalding's (Abp.) Works. 5 vols. 

Or separately : Evidences of Catholicity, los. 6d. Miscel- 
lanea, 2 vols., 21S. ; Protestant Reformation, 2 vols., 21s. 

Stray Leayes from a Passing Life, and other Stories 

Teaching Truths by Signs and Ceremonies 

Teresa (St), Thoughts of, for every day in the Year 

ThaJla; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical 
Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abb^ A. Bayle ... 

Theologla Moralls S. Alphonsl Compendium. Auctore A. 
Konings, C.SS.R. 26s. 2 vols, in i, half-morocco 

Thesaurus BibUcus ; or. Handbook of Scripture Reference 

R. Washboume^ \Z\Patcmostcr Row^ London. 
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Thomas Aquinas (St.) lilTe of ... ... ... ...50 

Thomas's One Hundred Short Sermons ... ... 12 o 

Truce of God. A Tale of the XI. Century. By Miles ...40 

True Men as We Need Them. By Rev. B. O'Reilly ... 10 6 

Truths of Salvation. By Rev. J. Pergmayr, S.J. ... 50 

Two Brothers ... ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Ubaldo and Irene. By Fr. Bresciani, S.J. 2 vols. ... 16 o 

Vacation Bays. By author of "Golden Sands" ... 4 o 

Village Innkeeper, The, and Fisherman's Daughter. By 

Conscience ... ... ... ... ...60 

Village Steeple, The. A Tale ... ... ... ... 2 6 

Vincent's (St.) Blanual ... ... ... ... 4 o 

Visits to the Blessed Sacrament ( Friendly) ... ...06 

Vows, Catechism of. By Cotel ... ... .<* i 6 

Wenlnger's Conferences. 2 vols. ... ... .. 20 o 

What Catholics do not Believe. By Bishop Ryan ... 1 o 

Will and a Way ... ... ... ... ... 6 o 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Essays. 6 vols. ... ... ... 36 o 

Wiseman's (Cardinal) Sermons on Our Lord and B. V. M.. 

and Moral Subjects. 2 vols. ... ... each 8 o 

Woman of Culture. By J. T. Smith ... ... ... 6 o 

Toung Doctor and Ludovic. By Conscience ... ... 60 

Young Flower-Maker ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Zeal In the Work of the Ministry. By Abb^ Dubois ... 10 o 

Zita (St.), Life of ... ... ... ... ... 3 o 

Vercruysse's Meditations for Every Day. 2 vols. ...20 o 

DRAMAS, etc. 
Babbler, The. A Drama in One Act. By Mrs. J. Sadlier. Male 1 o 

Christmas Tree. Drama, One Act (JtZ/^ir^rf) ... ...10 

Double Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of 

Placidus in the "Martyrs of the Coliseum." By Rev. 

A. J. O'Reilly. Male ... ... ... ... 2 o 

Elder Brother, The. A Drama in Two Acts. By Mrs. J. 

Sadlier. Male ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Fanny AUen, the First American Nun. A Drama in 5 Acts. 

j^effiaie ... ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Invisible Hand, The. A Drama in Three Acts. Male ... i o 

Irish Heroine. A Drama in 5 Acts. By Rev. J. de 

Concilio {Mixed) ... ... ... ... ... i o 

Julia ; or, The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act. By 

Mrs. J. Sadlier. Female ... ... ... ... i o 

Knights of the Cross, The . A Sacred Drama in Three Acts. 

JYldit^ ••• ••• ••• ••• •«• ••• 20 

Laurence and Xsrstus; or, the Illustrious Roman Martyrs. 

A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. Male ... ... 20 

Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Male 3 o 

Marie Antoinette. An Historical Drama. Female ... 2 6 
St. Helena; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama 

in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. Female ... 2 o 

St. Louis in Chains. Drama, Five Acts. Male.,., ... 30 

Sylvia, and other Dramas. ... ... ... ... 7 o 

R, Washbourne^ 18 Paternoster Row^ London. 
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For the convemmce of purchasers the/ollowing books referred to in 
the previous pages are arranged according to price: 

6d. 



Ethelreda. A True Story. 

A Friendly Voice ; or, the Daily 

Monitor. 
The Brigand Chief, and other 

Tales 
Now is the Accepted Tirae, &c. 
What a Child can Do, and other 

Tales 
Sowing Wild Oats, &c. 
The Two Hosts, and other Tales 
The Lost Children of Mount St. 

Bernard 
The Baker's Boy ; or, the 

Results of Industry 
A Broken Chain 
Life of Paul Seigneret 
Prince and Saviour 
Count de Montalembert 
Pope Pius IX. By White 
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 



The Golden Thought of Queen 

Beryl ; The Brother's Grave 
The Rod that Bore Blossoms ; 

Patience and Impatience 
Clare's Sacrifice 

Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl 
Fairy Tales for Little Children 
Schmid's, The Canary Bird 

The Dove 

The Inundation 

The Rose Tree 

The Water Jug 

The Wooden Cross 

Sir iElfric, and other Tales 
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son 
Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a 

Good Action 
The Victories of Rome 
The Infallibility of the Pope 
Various Dramas (sec page iq) 



l8. 



Mootkoosawmy and other Indian 

Tales, by Lady Herbert 
Emily, Nancy, &c., by Lady 

Herbert 
Two Cousins, &c., by Lady 

Herbert 
Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom 
The Fairy Ching 
The Two Friends 
Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Tableaux Vivants, and other Tales 
Wet Davs, and other Tales 
A Daughter of St. Dominick 
Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies 
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance 
The Old Prayer Book, and 

Charlie Pearson's Medal 
Catherine's Promise, and Norah's 

Temptation [Picture 

Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 
Schmid's Cananr Bird (gilt) 

Dove (gilt) 

Inundation (gilt) 

Rose Tree (gilt) 

Water Jug (gilt) 

Wooden Cross (gilt) 



St. Patrick 

My Dream and other Verses. 

St. Bridget and other Saints of 
Ireland 

Walter Ferrers' School Days 

Bertram Eldon 

Story of a Paper Knife 

Terry O'Flinn 

The Village Lily 

The Angels and the Sacraments 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

Rosalie ; or, The Memoirs of a 
French Child 

Sir MMnc and other Tales 

Little Orator, and other Tales 

Mother of Washington, and other 
Tales [Ward 

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his 

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith 

Countess Adelstan 

Paul Seigneret 

Life, Passion, Death, and Resur- 
rection of Our Lord 

St. Edmund of Canterbury 

Our Lady of Lourdes 

The Ever Blessed Virgin 

Cardinal Wiseman 

Stories for my Children 
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Little Books of St. Nicholas. Tales for Children. By F. 
B. BiCKERSTAFFE Drew. IS. each. Nos. I to 8 are ready. 

X. Oremtis ; 2. Dominus Vobiscum ; 3. Pater Noster ; 4. Per 
Jesum Christum ; 5. Veni Creator ; 6, Credo ; 7. Ave Maria ; 
8. Ora pro nobis ; 9. Corpus Christi ; 10. Dei Genitrix ; 11. Re- 
quiem ; 13. Miserere ; 13. Deo Gratias ; 14. Guardian Angel 



l8.6d. 



Agnes Wilmott's History 
Kainer ; or, the Usurer s Doom 

(gilt) [(gilt) 

The Angels and the Sacraments 
The Fairy Ching (gilt) [Tales 
The Golden Thought and other 
The Two Friends (gUt) 
Tableaux Vivants, and other 

Tales (gilt) [(gilt) 

Yellow Holly, and other Tales 
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt) 
A Daughter of S. Dominick 
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's 

Repentance (gilt) [Lies 

The Fatal Consequence of Telling 
Annie's First Prayer, and Only a 

Picture (gilt) [(gilt) 

Tom's Crucifix; and Pat's Rosary 
Terry O'Flinn Paul Seigneret 
Legends of the Xlllth Century. 



The Old Prayer Book, and 
Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt) 

Catherine s Promise, and Norah's 

" Temptation (gilt) 

Sketches in Iceland 

The Three Wishes 

Paul Seigneret 

The Village Lily (gilt) 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 

The Memoirs of a French Child 

The Feasts of Camelot. 2 vols. 

Sir ^Ifric and other Tales (gilt) 

Last of the Catholic O'Malleys 

Margarethe Verflassen 

Bible Stories from the Old Test. 

Sophia and Eulalie — Catholic 
Pilgrim's Progress 

Cardinal Wiseman 

Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes 

Story of the Life of S. Paul 



28. 



Life of St. Mildred 

Walter Ferrers' School Days 

The Mission Cross 

A Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt) 

The Adventures of a Protestant 

in Search of a Religion 
Life in Iceland 

To Rome and Back [(gilt) 

Fairy Tales for Little Children 
Two Years in the Pontifical 

Zouaves 



The Jesuits. By Paul Feval, «^// 
God our Father, nett 
Bible History. Illustrated 
Rosalie ; or, the Memoirs of a 

French Child (gilt) 
Keighley Hall, and other Tales 
Terry O'Flinn (gilt) 
Life of St. Wenefred 
Paul Seigneret (gilt) 
A Month at Lourdes 
Golden Thought, etc. (gilt) 



28. 6d. 



Bobbie and Birdie 

Our Esther 

Gamekeeper's Little Son [Church 

Tsvelve Stories of the Jewish 

The Monk of the Monastery of 

Yuste (Charles V.) 
My Golden Days 
Little Rose of the Sacred Heart 
Cassilda : or, the Moorish Prin- 
cess of Toledo 
Captain Rougemont; or, the 
Miraculous Conversion 



Catherine Hamilton 
Catherine Grown Older 
Simple Tales [a Fault 

Bertha ; or the Consequ«nces of 
Farleyes of Farleye 
Sir Humphrey's Trial 
Eagle and Dove 
Tales and Sketches 
Countess Adelstan [Terror 

Recollections of the Reign of 
Story of the Life of St. Paul 
Recollections of Card. Wiseman 
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2s. 6d. (continued). 



Rome and her Captors 

Father Benvenuto Bambozzi, nett 

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 

Father Mathew Holy Places 

The Three Wishes 

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix 

The Better Part 

Blanche de Marsilly 

The Burgomaster's Daughter 

Indian Sketches [nicants 

Instructions fbr First Commu- 

Great-Grandmother's Secret 



Marcelle 

The Story of Marie, and other 

Tales 
The Adventures of a Casket 
Life of St. Mary Magdalene 
The Orphan of Alsace 
Life of St. Philomena 
The Priest of Auvrigny 
Strange Village and other Stories 
The Village Steeple 
Sister Mary Frances of the Five 

Wounds 



3s. 



The Most Beautiful among the 

Children of Men^ 
For Better, not For Worse 
True Wayside Talcs [Authors 
Gathered Gems from Spanish 
The Battle of Connemara 
Industry and Laziness 
Catherine Hamilton (giltj 
Catherine Grown Older (gill) 



Gretchen's Gift 

Cistercian Legends [(giit) 

Story of Marie and other Tales 

Chats about the Commandments 

Chats about the Rosary 

Margarethe Verflassen 

Pearl among the Virtues 

I Barbara Leigh The Lost Son 

1 St. Angela Merici 



38. 6d. 



Albertus Magnus, Life of 
Out in the Cold World 
Jack's Boy 

J'he Conquest of Grenada 
The Catholic Pilgrim's Progress 
From Sunrise to Sunset 
Rest, on the Cross 
The Feast of Camelot 
Tales from many Lands 
Canon Schmid's Tales 
Tim O'Halloran's Choice 
Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales 
Fluffy : a Tale for Boys 
The Adventures of a Protestant 

in Search of a Religion 
The Barrys of Beigh 
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt) 
The Heroine of Vesuvius 
Tales and Sketches (gilt) 
St. German 



My Lady at Last 
The Rose of Venice 
St. Francis of Assisi 
Stories of Martyr Priests 
legends of the Saints 
Stories of the Saints, ist Series 
Stories of the Saints. 2nd Series 
Stories of the Saints. 3rd Scries 
Stories of the Saints. 4th Series 
Stories of the Saints. 5th Series 
Stories of Holy Lives 
Blessed Giovanni Colombini 
Sister Mary Cherubina Clare 
Gregory Lopez, the Hermit 
St. Columbkille 
Ven. Canori Mora 
The History of the Blessed Virgin 
History of the Italian Revolution 
Festival Tales 
Life in the Cloister 



48. 



Maidens of Hallowed Names 
Adventures of a Casquet 
My First Communion 
Fisherman's Daughter. By 

>Iunroe 
Great Grandmother's Secret 



Paradise of God 

Bertha ; or, the Consequence of 

a Fault 
Dalaraida ; or, the Days of King 

Milch o 
Cloister Legends 
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Conscience's, The Amulet 

The Young Doctor 

The Fisherman's Daughter 

Count Hugo 

The Conscript and Blind Rosa 

The Village Innkeeper 

Happiness of Being Rich 

Ludovic and Gertrude 

The Truce of God 

The Prussian Spy, tiett 

Memoirs of a Guardian Angel 

Adventures of a Captain 



Fickle Fortune 
The Four Seasons 
Golden Sands, ist Series 
Golden Sands, snd Series 
Greetings to the Christ Child 
The King's Page and oilier 

Stories 
Marcelle. A true story . 
Only a Waif 

Souvenir of the Novitiate 
Vacation Days 



5s. 



Recollections of a Missionary 

The Days of King Milcho 

Only a Waif ^gle and Dove 

Limerick Veteran 

The Victims of the Mamertine 

St. Vincent Ferrer 

St. Bemardine of Siena 

St. Philip Benizi 

The First Christmas for our dear 

Little Ones 
St. Veronica Giuliani 



St. John of God 
Venerable Anna Maria Taigi 
Life of Our Lord [America 

Devotion to Our Lady in North 
Alice Harmon and other Tales 
Bible History. Illustrated 
The Joint Venture 
Catholic Keepsake 
Butler's Lives of the Saints, se- 
lected by Mgr. Goddard 



6s. 



Albertus Magnus 

Life of Mother Mary Jacqueline 

Favre, and others 
Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne 

Fardel, and others 
St. Columba 
St. Boniface 
Holy Places 
Marshalliana 

Shakespeare. Expurgated edition 
Sir Thomas More 
The Mysterious Castle 
Perico the Sad and other Tales 
Panegyrics of Father Segneri 
The Knowledge of Mary 
The O'Mahony 



Raphaela 

Six Sunny Months and other 

Stories 
Stray I-rcaves and other Stories 
Thalia. An Historical Tale 
The Two Brides 
Alba's Dream and other Stories 
Assunta Howard and other 

Stories 
Emerald Gems 
Letters of a Young Irishwoman 

to her Sister 
Louise Lateau 
Cardinal Wolsey 
Life and Acts of Leo XIII. and 
Last Days of Pius IX. 



6s. 6d., to 488. 



P^re Lacordaire, 6s. 6d. 
T^ife of Vkve Hermann, 6s. 6d. 
Sir Thomas More. 7s. 
1 he Italian Revolution, 7s. 6d. 



Life of St. Francis Xavier, 8s. 

Goffine's Explanation of the 
Epistles and Gospels. Illus- 
trated. 9s. 
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Lives of the Early Popes, ios. 
Lives of First Religious of the 

Visitation. 2 vols. , los. 
The First Apostles of Europe. 

2 vols. , IOS. 

Patron Saints, los. ' 

Life of St. Ligouri, los. 

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus- 
trated, los. 

Killed at Sedan, los. 6d. 

Genius of Christianity. los. 6d. 

Louisa Kirkbride. los. 6d. 

True Men as we need them. 
los. 6d. 

Lives of Irish Mart3rrs and Con- 
fessors. I2S. 



P6rc Ravignan, 12s. 
Spalding's Reformation, 14s. 
Pictorial Lives of the Saints. i5st 
Ubaldo and Irene. 2 vols., i6s 
Lives of the Saints for every Day 

in the Year. 25s. 
Butler's Lives* of the Saints. 

2 vols. , 28s. , gilt, 36s. 
St. Jure*s Knowledge and Love 

of Our Lord. 3 vols. , 31s. 6d. 
Butler's Lives of the Saints. 

4 vols., 36s., gilt, 42s. 
Cardinal Wiseman's Essays. 6 

vols., 36s. . 
Darras' Church History. 4 vols. 

48s. 



HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP. 

A Beautiful Design ; All who have seen it admire 
it, and say Nothing equals it. 

Price 6cLy or post free^ on a roller^ Zd, Twelve copies 

4s, 6d.j or 5 J. post free. 

Medals, 3d., 4d., and 6d. each. 



FIRST COMMUNION CARD. 

This is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends 
itself to all who have seen it. It is also arranged 
as a Memento of Confirmation. 

Price IS,, or post free, on a roller, \s, 3^. Twelve copies 

for 9J., or post free 9^. dd, loo for 66j. 8^. 

Medals in Silver, is., 2s., and 3s. 6d. each. 



CHILDREN OF MARY CARD. 

Price ^., or post free, on a roller, u. 

Medals, 2d. and 3d. each ; or in Silver, is., is. 6d., 2s., 
3s., 4s., 5s., 6s. 6d., and los. 6d. each. 

Child of Mary Manual, Is. 
R, Washbourn^s COMPLETE Catalogue, post free. 
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THE CHILD'S PIOTUM i'KAYM 

BOOK. 

In simple language and in large type, on good paper, beautiftilly 
Ulustrated. 

The Contents of the book are Morning Prayers, The Angclus, Grace 
before and after Meals, Night Prayers, Litany of the Blessed Virgin, The 
Memorare, Prayers during Holy Mass, Divine Praises, Benediction oi the 
Most Blessed Sacrament, Hymns, Do Profundis, and the Rosary for tiie 
Dead. 

The illuBtrations are 16 in nuinber, each occnpyln^r a 

full page. 

The binding Is in cloth, with a cover designed expressly for the book 
and the price, with the pictures in two tints, is Is., or in stron^r bind- 
ing. Is. 6d., or with gold on the side, 2s. ; with the iJicturcs in seven 
colours. Is. 6d., or in stronger binding, 2s., or with gold on the side, 
2s. 6d., and with gilt edges Ss., and with full gilt side 3s. 6d., in French 
morocco, 3 6d., or extra gilt 48., in calf, 6s., or extra gilt, §b. 



THE LITTLE GARDEN ILLUSTRATED. 

Abridged in the Latin, with 16 full-page Illustrations : doth. Is., with 
Epistles and Gospels, Is. 6d. ; roan. Is. 6d. ; French morocco, 28. 
ditto, extra, gilt, 2s. 6d. ; calf or morocco, Ss. 6d. ; ditto, extra gilt, 
4s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gk>spel8 6d. extra on the above. 



R. WASHBOURNE'S POPULAR EDITION 

OF 

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL. 



This edition of The Gaudgn of the Soul is especially distinguished by 
bearing the Imprimatur of the Cardinal- Archbishop of Westminsh-er. 
Amongst the many valuable additions, not before inserted in The Garden 
OF THE Soul, will be found the rites of administering the Sacraments in 
Latin and English, Devotions to the Sacred Heart, Devotion of the 
Quarant 'Ore, the Prayers for a Journey, or Itinerarium, Devotions to 
the Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cross, the Devotion of tiie Bona 
Mors, and many other devotions, and the Vespers in ordinary use. 
Especial attention is directed to the excellent paper and bold tyx>e used 
in the edition. 
Embossed, Is. ; with rims and clasps, Is. Gd. ; with Epistles and 
Gospels Is. 6d. ; with rims and clasp, 2s. French morocco, 2s. ; with 
rims and clasps, 2s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels,* 2s. 6d.; witli 
rims and clasps, 3s. French morocco, extra gilt, 2s. 6d. : with 
rims and clasp, 3s. ; with Epistles and Gospels, 3s. ; with rims and 
clasp, Ss. 6d. 
Calf or morocco, 4s., vrtth clasp, 5s. 6d. ; extra gilt, Ss., or 6s. Gd. witli 
clasp. Calf or morocco, extra gilt, 5s., with clasp, 6s. 6d. Morocco' 
with two patent clasi)s, 12s. Morocco antique, with comers and two 
clasps, 18s. Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., 10s. 6d., 13s. Kussiii, 
with clasp, lOs. , 128. 6d. Russia antique, with comers and two elasp.'^, 
20s. Ivory, with rims and clasp, 12s. 6d., 16s., 20s., 22s. 6d. 
Any of the above can be had with Epistles and Gospels, 6d. extra 
Tlie Epistles and Gospels may be had separately, cloth, Gd., or 4s. 
per dozen ; roan, Is. 6d. . 



7?. Washbourne, 1 8 Paternoster Row, LojidoiL 



^ 




►/"t 






\i ' 



*^c. 



H^e; 




